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ABIGEL    ROWE. 

CHAPTEE  I. 

A   LADY   WITH   A   MISSION. 

I  AM  grieved  to  state  that  when  my  lord  Osmmgtoii 
awoke  ou  the  day  after  the  ridotto,  he  was  in  no  wise 
ashamed  of  himself.  He  yawned,  cm^sed  the  weight 
of  his  head  and  the  dryness  of  his  tongue,  and, 
ringing  his  bell,  bawled  from  behind  closed  curtains 
for  some  brandy.  Cyrus  Smalley,  who  had  been 
awaiting  the  summons  hour  after  hour,  brought  in 
the  fiery  liquid,  and  stood,  an  image  of  deep  concern, 
while  my  lord  gulped  it  down. 

"  Damn  you,  what  time  is  it  ?"  growled  the  noble 
earl. 

"  Close  on  four,  my  lord,"  responded  Cyrus. 

''  Four,  eh  ?  "  echoed  his  lordship.  "  Why  so  late? 
Oh  ah  !  I  remember  now.  Lost  ten  thousand ;  cm'se 
the  luck.  Write  a  line  to  the  drone  at  Battle  Magna. 
He's  as  stingy  as  if  the  money  were  his  own." 
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Cyrus  obeyed ;  and  as  he  wrote,  my  lord,  turning 
on  bis  pillow,  blinked  at  bim  with  bleary  ej^es. 

"Did  I  dream  it,"  he  inquired,  "or  did  you  get 
a  beating  from  Caleb  Kann?  Your  ears  are  red. 
You  did,  then  ?  What  the  devil  do  you  mean  by  it  ? 
and  what  the  devil  do  you  mean  by  fighting  him  at 
all  without  my  permission  ?  " 

Cyrus  was  silent,  his  face  a  burning  scarlet. 

"  I  shall  have  to  give  you  up,  if  you  are  going  to 
be  a  failure.  It's  queer,  too,  for  Cribb  ought  to  know 
his  business,  and  he  believes  in  you." 

"  He  did  not  beat  me,  my  lord,"  returned  Cyrus. 
"  I'm  not  well.  Late  hours  and  dissipation  play  havoc 
with  us  country  chaps.  After  a  few  weeks'  training 
I'd  smash  him  easy — and  with  pleasure,  too,  for  I 
have  had  enough  of  his  bounce,  the  skulking  ruffian." 

My  lord  muttered  something  uncomplimentary 
about  Caleb  under  the  sheet ;  for  that  worthy  had 
made  a  bungle  of  a  certain  secret  commission,  and 
his  employer,  like  Lady  Macbeth,  objected  to  the 
Vf Old  fail. 

"  Well  said,"  he  cried ;  "  and  beat  him  you  shall, 
my  lad." 

"The  match  is  made,  my  lord,  for  a  purse  of  a 
hundred  guineas." 

"  I'll  back  you  heavily,  Cy,  for  the  honour  of  the 
Bristol  school.  Call  my  valet,  and  tell  Miss  Eowe  to 
get  breakfast." 
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*'  Miss  Eowe  is  not  here,  my  lord,"  said  Cyrus, 
Tvith  timid  surprise.  The  glamour  that  surrounds 
the  caste  of  Vere  de  Vere  ^Yas  not  without  its  effect 
on  simple  Mr.  Smalley,  uneasy  though  he  was  to 
think  that  my  lord's  bit  of  fun  should  have  been  so 
ill-timed  and  unfortunate  in  its  result. 

''Not  here!"  shouted  my  lord,  sitting  up  and 
looking  but  a  sordid  spectacle  of  worn  debauch, 
despite  the  fine  lace  upon  his  nightcap. 

"  She  never  came  home,  and  no  one  knows  where 
she's  gone — not  even  Jarvis,  hang  him !  who  was 
admitted  to  all  her  secrets.  I'd  give  ten  years  of 
my  life  to  know !  "  And  the  poor  fellow's  lips 
quivered  with  genuine  distress. 

"  What  a  goose !  "  snapped  my  lord,  peevishly. 
*'  See  about  breakfast,  and  I'll  think  over  it.'* 

My  lord  did  think  over  it,  and,  revolving  the  matter, 
in  a  dim  way  foresaw  that  annoyance  might  accrue 
to  himself  should  the  young  lady  not  be  forthcoming. 
This  made  him  cross,  and  he  became  yet  more  irri- 
tated upon  sitting  down  to  breakfast,  when  he  missed 
her  petits  soins.  She  was  such  a  neat-handed  Phyllis, 
and  so  amusing,  too,  with  her  sage  commentaries 
upon  passing  events.  Many  a  time  had  he  roared 
outright  at  some  quaint  sally,  although  his  temples 
throbbed ;  and  he  waxed  wroth  with  her  for  what  he 
was  pleased  to  call  highflown  hysterics,  in  that  she 
had  resented  his  delicate  little  joke  and  retired  in  a 
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huff  from  the  protection  of  his  roof.  And  there  was 
another  result  of  her  abrupt  retirement  which  was 
exasperating.  The  news  spread  like  wildfire  through- 
out the  Ark  that  the  hoity-toity  minx,  with  her 
fine  airs,  was  gone,  and  universal  was  the  jubilation. 
Pepita  and  Chiquita  had  long  since  given  place  to 
Kosina  and  Maraquita,  younger  members  of  the 
same  large  family;  and  these  were  more  grasping 
even  than  the  others.  So  delighted  were  they  at 
the  unexpected  routing  of  the  foe,  that  they  broke 
the  consigne  which  bade  them  wait  their  turn  at 
the  daily  levee,  and,  taking  the  citadel  by  storm, 
irrupted  in  a  boisterous  crowd  into  the  breakfast 
parlour. 

To  listen  to  Abigel's  arch  sayings  and  look  in  her 
fresh  face  was  one  thing;  to  be  deafened  by  the 
harsh  hubbub  of  raddled  hussies,  who  were  all  lead- 
ing up  to  the  subject  of  diamonds,  was  another ;  and 
my  lord,  though  not  repentant,  began  to  regret  that 
little  transaction  which  closed  the  fete  at  Wattier's. 
Of  course  it  was  the  girl,  and  not  he,  who  was  at 
fault;  for  she  was  sulking  somewhere  in  a  corner, 
and  sulks  conduce  to  wrinkles.  No  properly  brought 
up  maiden  does  anything  that  conduces  to  wrinkles ; 
ergo,  this  particular  maiden  had  not  made  the  most 
of  her  educational  advantages,  and  therefore  was  dis- 
tinctly to  blame.  Was  ever  anything  more  clear  ?  My 
lord  quite  began  to  think  that  it  was  he  who  would 
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iiave  to  forgive  her  for  a  breach  of  good  manners ;  and 
so,  in  a  generous  and  condescending  spirit,  lie  penned 
a  note  to  Mr.  Townsliend,  the  Bow  Street  officer,  offer- 
ing a  reward  for  a  damsel  who  was  lost  or  strayed, 
just  as  he  would  have  done  for  a  dog.  But  Mr.  Towns- 
liend sent  his  men  about,  and  anxious  Cyrus  scoured 
the  town  without  success;  and  the  aspect  of  the 
woe-begone  visage  of  the  latter  roused  the  latent 
irritability  of  his  patron.  No  doubt,  in  his  heart  of 
hearts,  though  he  would  not  admit  it  to  himself,  my 
lord  was  aware  that  he  had  sinned.  He  knew  that, 
in  the  first  instance,  he  had  been  wrong  to  excite 
himself  because  the  Dreadful  Woman  had  chosen  to 
dub  her  page  an  earl.  It  was  a  harmless  bit  of 
feminine  spleen  on  her  part,  and  it  would  have 
become  him  better  to  have  laughed  at  it.  "What 
could  it  signify  whether  she  chose  to  call  him 
Northallerton,  or  Akimboo,  King  of  the  Cannibal 
Islands  ?  Perhaps  there  was  a  twinge  of  buried 
conscience  connected  with  the  former  title  which 
may  have  awakened  the  resentment  of  Lord  Osming- 
ton.  Be  that  as  it  may,  it  was  as  foolish  of  him  to 
take  that  foUy  seriously,  as  of  Abigel  to  be  annoyed 
at  his  joke.  Since  slavery  obtains  no  more  in 
England,  how  could  it  be  other  than  a  joke  ?  For 
the  future,  he  firmly  resolved  to  leave  the  youth 
alone — to  attempt  no  more  to  kidnap  him,  or  deign 
to   notice  his   existence.     The  Prince  of  Wales,  he 
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knew,  half  guessed  that  something  nefarious  was 
going  on.  He  had  been  quite  cold  to  his  old  chum — 
seemed  as  if  about  to  drop  him.  And  that  reminded 
my  lord  of  a  fact  which  had  created  a  stir  in  the 
metropolis.  It  was  whispered  about  that  there  was- 
a  breach  between  his  Eoyal  Highness  and  the  arbiter 
elegantiarum — a  serious  one,  not  a  lover's  quarreL 
It  certainly  was  true  that  Brummel  had  lounged,  as 
usual,  to  the  door  of  Carlton  House,  and  been  refused 
admittance.  The  poor  beau  nearly  had  a  fit  then 
and  there  upon  the  pavement,  for  at  that  particular 
moment  a  crowd  of  country  folks  were  admiring  his- 
perfect  back;  and  he  would,  no  doubt,  have  sue- 
cumbed  under  the  shock  but  that  the  day  was  muddy, 
and  Brummel  hated  mud.  Sherry  was  discarded 
too,  but  that  was  desirable  for  many  reasons.  What 
did  it  all  mean?  Was  Prince  Hal  about  to  pull 
himself  together,  to  take  to  tea  and  psalm-singing  ? 
It  was  a  little  late  in  the  day  to  send  Nym  and  Bar- 
dolph  packing.  The  idea  tickled  my  lord  Osming- 
ton,  but  with  his  amusement  was  mingled  a  tinge 
of  regret.  Although  he  possessed  palaces  of  his  own 
in  town  and  country,  there  were  special  attractions 
about  Carlton  House,  and  he  really  did  like  his  royal 
master  as  well  as  he  could  like  anybody.  He  re- 
solved to  go  and  see  Brummel,  to  find  out  how  the 
land  lay,  and  to  ask  advice  too  as  to  what  was  best 
to  be  done  for  the  recapture  of  the  errant  goose.     So, 
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on  the  very  next  morning,  he  mtimated  to  those  whom 
it  concerned  that  there  would  be  no  levcc,  and  strolled 
about  midday  to  Brummel's  house  in  ChaiDel  Street. 
All  the  beau's  friends  were  w^ell  aware  that  his  first 
toilet  was  sacred — that  if  all  London  were  ablaze  that 
earl}'-  incantation  and  mystery  must  on  no  account 
be  intruded  on.  Indeed,  the  heroic  Eobinson  would 
have  defended  the  door  with  his  life.  For  if  any  one 
had  caught  a  glimpse  of  the  censor  without  his  war- 
paint, the  beau  would  himself  have  died  of  it,  but 
before  expiring  he  would  have  cast  a  lighting  glance 
which  would  have  slain  the  rash  intruder.  Dian 
herself,  when  frowning  at  Actseon,  would  not  have 
been  more  appalling.  Therefore  those  who  respected 
themselves  and  Brummel  knew  better  than  to  call  ere 
midday.  Yere  rang  the  bell,  and  the  door  was 
opened  by  the  lesser  luminary,  Mr.  Eobinson  himself, 
in  full  dress  with  powdered  hair,  as  became  the  high 
priest  of  his  religion.  Under  one  arm  he  carried  a 
sort  of  clothes-basket,  full  to  the  brim  of  snowy 
neckerchiefs,  fresh  from  a  country  laundry-. 

"Welcome,  my  lord,"  said  Mr.  Eobinson,  with  a 
graceful  bow.     "  We  are  doing  our  beard." 

"  Then  I'll  call  by-and-by,"  replied  Vere. 

"  By  no  means,  my  lord  !  "  returned  the  other. 
*'  We  always  receive  while  we  are  doing  our  beard. 
We  are  hipped  and  out  of  sorts  this  morning.  Atoux 
(that  is  our  pet  poodle)  received  three  kicks  just  now. 
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When  we  kick  Atoux  we  are  desperately  hipped 
indeed.  Here  is  Atoux."  And  Mr.  Eobinson  flung 
wide  the  dining-room  door  with  a  flourish,  as  if  to 
announce  the  Marquis  of  Carabas,  displaying  the 
poodle  gnawing  a  chicken-bone  to  soothe  his  lacerated 
feelings. 

In  his  dressing-room  above,  Brummel  (in  his  wig) 
sat  swathed  in  a  gorgeous  dressing  robe,  frowning 
into  a  dentist's  mirror,  as  with  a  pair  of  tweezers  he 
corrected  the  faults  of  nature.  One  table  was  spread 
with  the  glittering  contents  of  a  huge  dressing-case, 
like  an  imperial,  while  another  was  covered  with 
seals,  trinkets,  snuff-boxes,  watches,  chains,  from 
which  by-and-by  a  selection  was  to  be  made  for  the 
day  according  to  the  weather. 

'^A  silversmith's  shop,"  laughed  Vere.  *'Do  you 
feel  qualmish,  that  you  clutch  that  silver  basin 
between  your  legs  ?  I  often  feel  unwell  of  a 
morning." 

"  Heaven  forbid,  my  lord ! "  ejaculated  the  high 
priest.  **  We  never  drink,  so  we  never  feel  qualmish  ; 
but  your  lordship  must  be  aware  that  it  is  quite 
impossible  to  spit  except  in  a  silver  basin.  Will  your 
lordship  look  at  these  elastic  breeches — '  sidesj)rings ' 
we  call  them — our  last  sartorial  imagining  ?  They  fit 
as  neatly  as  a  stocking." 

The  beau,  forgetting  his  jealousy,  nodded  a  greet- 
ing to  Vere,  and  then  gazed  fondly  at  the  breeches 
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and  sighed.  "What's  the  good  of  it  all?  "  he  said. 
''  This  is  a  world  of  vanity." 

'•Liver  wrong,"  ejaculated  Vere.  "Tell  me,  is  it 
true  that  3^011  and  the  Prince  have  quarrelled  ?  " 

The  beau  raised  his  eyebrows  slightly.  Ah-eady 
the  vultures  were  beginning  to  gather  around  the 
liver-smitten  and  prostrate  carcase.  This  horsey  lord, 
who  could  never  understand  the  refinement  that 
Brummel  preached,  was  come  to  spy  out  the  land,  on 
his  way  to  the  club,  doubtless,  to  retail  all  that  he 
could  gather. 

'*  George  is  taking  lessons  from  Carpue,"  he  said, 
"in  sm-gery;  and  I  really  cannot  go  to  Carlton 
House  while  that  dirty  fancy  lasts.  Eobinson ! — good 
heavens ! — take  Lord  Osmington's  handkerchief  and 
place  it  in  another  room — by  the  open  window; 
there's  something  the  matter  with  it." 

"Eau  de  Chypre.  I  rather  fancied  the  perfume," 
returned  Vere,  giving  way  to  the  censor's  whim 
despite  himself.  "Maraquita  brought  it  from  Paris 
t'other  day." 

"Nothing  but  country  washing,  my  good  friend; 
and  no  stinking  oils.  How  often  have  I  told  you  ? 
But  it's  no  use.  Mercy  !  what  a  waistcoat !  You're 
dressed  like  a  merry-andrew,  a  cross  between  a  jockey 
and  a  harlequin." 

"Never  mind  my  dress,"  growled  Yere.  "Have 
you  quarrelled  or  not  ?  " 
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"  Here's  another  new  invention,"  proceeded  Brum- 
mel,  to  turn  the  conversation  from  the  subject  of  his 
Eoyal  Highness.  "  I've  made  a  present  of  it  to  my 
washerwoman  in  lieu  of  paying  her  bill.  'Twill  make 
her  fortune.  See  this  neckcloth — could  anything  be 
whiter,  less  marred  by  creases?  —  as  smooth  as 
bleached  pasteboard.  It  is  stiffened  with  isinglass^ 
The  idea  occurred  to  me  in  the  night." 

"An  inspiration,"  murmured  the  high  priest, 
who  in  leisure  moments  studied  the  dictionary, 
"  Peerless  and  pre-eminent ;  unparagoned." 

"  The  Prince  of  Wales  has  taken  to  black  neckties," 
observed  Vere. 

"  And  they  look  shocking — shocking.  What's  to 
be  done  with  a  man  who  wears  black  neckties  ?  He's 
going  straight  to  perdition,  the  infatuated  creature  !  " 
And  Brummel  gazed  sadly  at  the  ceiling,  as  though 
painfully  conscious  that  a  moment  was  not  far  distant 
when  it  would  be  necessary  to  cut  the  Heir- Apparent. 

"  So  you've  taken  to  play,"  pursued  Lord  Osming- 
ton.    *'  That's  a  new  move.     To  drown  care  ?  " 

"Won  £20,000  last  night  from  General  Scott," 
returned  the  beau,  with  well-assumed  indifference,. 
"  at  Wattier's." 

"  Not  bad  for  a  beginner,"  Vere  answered.  "  Talk- 
ing of  Wattier's,  you  were  gone,  I  think,  when  we  had 
that  little  contretemjjs.'* 

"  A  brawling  of  bruisers.     How  unseemly  !     If  I 
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had  been  there  they  wouldn't  have  dared,"  sneered  the 
censor.     "  Pity  I  went  so  soon,  but  I  ^Yas  exhausted." 

"  I  rather  want  your  opinion  as  to  what  I  ought  to 
do.     Miss  Eowe  has  bolted." 

"  Plucky  gu'l.  For  once,  3-ouVe  found  that  the 
Balmy-Brutal  doesn't  pay.  Not  that  I'd  give  an 
opinion.  Young  ladies,  as  you  know,  are  not  in 
my  line." 

''  "Well,  but  do  you  think  I  ought  to  do  anything  ? 
They  say  she's  drowTied  herself." 

"  More  likely  gone  off  with  some  one.  Underbred, 
if  pretty.  You  lady-killers  are  always  irresistible  in 
your  own  conceit." 

"  How  about  you,  who  take  that  short-waisted 
swallow-tail  and  Valentia  vest  to  be  perfection !  " 
laughed  Vere.  ''We're  both  tarred  with  the  same 
brush. 

'  Cold  is  the  nymph  who  would  not  dote 
On  Brummel  in  his  new-built  coat, 
Just  like  an  hourglass  or  a  wasp, 
So  tightened  he  can  scarcely  gasp ! ' 

If  it  turns  out  that  she's  gone  off  with  some  one,  I 
shall  think  the  better  of  her.  Have  you  seen  the  last 
portrait  of  yourself  in  Mother  Humi)hrey's  window  ? 
'Every  lady,  dashing  Cyprian,  and  mop-squeezer 
worships  the  splendid  beau  ! ' 

'  With  chest  exuberant  in  the  town. 
He  mows  whole  ranks  of  beauty  down.* 

And  you  pretend  to  despise  'em  !     Pooh  !  " 
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All  this  was  mighty  vulgar,  redolent  of  Grub  Street. 
So  Brummel,  by  this  time  perfect,  having  placed  his 
hat  with  extreme  accuracy  at  the  prescribed  angle, 
having  scrutinized  in  a  cheval-glass  his  dark  breeches, 
pointed  boots  glittering  with  champagne  polish,  and 
snuff-coloured  frock  with  high  velvet  collar,  proceeded 
to  don  a  pair  of  primrose  gloves,  and  to  hold  out  his 
hand  for  a  silk  umbrella  of  a  shade  to  match  his  garb. 
Then  he  performed  a  slow  and  solemn  rotatory  move- 
ment that  the  high  priest  might  see  that  all  was  well, 
and  the  latter  nodding  gravely  in  token  of  satisfac- 
tion after  a  breathless  survey,  the  beau  put  an  end 
to  the  conference. 

"  Ta,  ta,"  he  said ;  "  off  on  the  '  Grand  Strut '  to  the 
Park  ?  I'm  bound  for  Wattier's,  to  give  Scott  his 
revenge."  And  with  a  bow  he  bent  his  body  slightly, 
and  crawled  on  tiptoe  down  the  street,  picking  his 
way  over  the  stones. 

"  That  he  should  suddenly  turn  gambler !  "  thought 
Vere,  looking  after  him.  ''How  he  must  have  felt 
the  snub !  What  next  ?  He  of  all  men !  His  purse 
won't  stand  it  long.  See  what  it  is  to  bask  no  more 
in  the  rays  of  royal  favour !  On  the  '  Strut '  ?  No ; 
not  this  morning.  I'll  go  to  Carlton  House,  and  tell 
our  Grand  Signor." 

It  was  a  curious  coincidence  that,  just  as  he  was 
determining  to  think  no  more  of  Abigel  till  she  chose 
to  reappear,  he  was  compelled  to  draw  up  sharply  in 
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Pall  Mall  to  allow  a  coacli  to  pass.  "  Impudent 
booby !  "  he  growled.  "  I'd  have  liim  chastised  if  he 
wasn't  driving  a  woman.  Miss  Knight,  the  duenna,  I 
suppose,"  he  added,  as  he  saw  the  coacli  turn  down 
the  lane  that  led  to  Charlotte's  nunnery.  It  was  not 
Miss  Knight,  but  the  errant  Abigel  herself,  on  her 
way  to  bid  farewell  to  her  royal  friend  previous  to 
leaving  London. 

Our  elders  arrange  things  deliciously  for  us  by  the 
light  of  their  own  experience,  and  xDerversely  we  decline 
to  listen  to  their  plans.  We  are  as  yet  far  off  the 
millennium,  and  it  would  never  do  if  we  were  too  good, 
too  obedient,  too  tractable,  for  the  angels  would  be 
deprived  of  their  legitimate  function  of  leading  sinners 
aright.  Mrs.  Fitzherbert  settled  it  quite  comfortably 
that  my  lord  Osmington  was  to  go  down  upon  his 
knees  and  cry  peccavi,  previous  to  rising  up  again 
and  arranging  with  his  lawyer  for  a  dowry  and  a 
wedding  ;  that  one  of  the  Almack  goddesses  who  had 
already  countenanced  Abigel,  was  to  find  a  suitable 
husband ;  and  that  the  first  gentleman  in  Europe  was 
to  give  away  the  bride.  But  the  bride  for  whose  behoof 
the  tableau  was  to  be  arranged  proved  stubborn  and 
recalcitrant  at  the  outset.  Despite  her  gratitude  to 
the  sad  lady,  she  could  not  but  laugh  at  the  notion 
of  being  managed  thus — she  who  showed  such  in- 
cipient talent  in  the  managing  of  other  folk.  A 
husband,  quotha !  Lascelles  perhaps,  Fortune's  darling 
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sprig!  The  post  of  temporary  tea-maker  to  Lord 
Osmington  was  all  very  well  for  a  time,  but  to  settle 
down  for  life  with  the  daily  duty  of  shaking  up  a 
moribund  dandy,  and  galvanizing  him  into  moonlit 
existence,  Vv^as  more  than  Miss  Eowe  could  undertake. 
It  was,  in  her  opinion,  only  one  shade  less  blame- 
worthy than  to  submit  to  be  sold  to  his  Eoyal 
Highness.  So  she  shook  her  head  and  closed  her 
firm  ruddy  lips,  and  declined  to  be  managed. 

"  Dear  lady,"  she  said,  "  my  mind's  made  up ;  and 
when  once  I  make  up  my  mind,  you  might  just  as 
well  try  to  shake  the  Eock  of  Gibraltar.  I'm  nineteen 
— quite  old  and  experienced,  and  am  resolved  never 
io  marry."  At  which  Mrs.  Fitzherbert  laughed,  well 
knowing  that  wounded  damsels  always  vow  that  they 
will  never  marry ;  that  they  have  a  mission  ;  that 
ihey  were  designed  from  the  very  first  to  be  nurses 
or  nuns ;  and  that  nine  out  of  ten  forget  all  about 
their  mission  in  six  months,  and  trip  quite  nimbly  to 
the  altar  with  a  new  acquaintance.  She  knew  also 
that  while  the  ascetic  fever  lasts  you  might  as  well 
lecture  the  bed-post ;  that  the  neatest  arguments  are 
met  with  a  vinegar  smile  which  seems  to  say,  '*  Talk 
on,  poor  worldling,  unwise  virgin  with  lamp  un- 
trimmed !  My  lamp  is  full  of  sacred  oil.  Just  look 
and  admire  !  Brighter  than  yours  can  ever  be.  I  am 
redeemed,  specially  set  apart  and  chosen  for  a  holy 
work.    Instead  of  talking  nonsense,  how  much  better 
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to  follow  liumbl}'  in  my  ^Yake — a  long  way  behind,  as 
becomes  the  miregenerate !  " 

Mrs.  Fitzherbert  fully  imderstood  this  lofty  and 
superior  phase  of  the  infant  female  mind,  and  knew 
better  than  to  waste  her  breath.  "Do  as  you  will, 
my  dear,"  she  said  gently;  "only  remember  that 
when  you  want  a  temporary  home  or  a  fast  friend, 
you  may  always  come  to  me." 

Abigel  felt  vaguely  that  she  was,  perhaps,  a  little 
above  concert  pitch — a  trifle  too  superior, — but  the 
infant  mind,  as  she  had  herself  stated,  was  made  up, 
so  for  the  present  there  was  nothing  to  be  said.  She 
yearned  to  shake  off  the  dust  of  London ;  to  look  no 
longer  on  its  wickedness,  its  unveiled  debauchery  and 
licence.  Eeflecting  retrospectively,  she  marvelled 
how  one  so  energetic  as  herself  could  have  lain  so 
long  each  day  in  bed,  while  the  bright  sun  was 
shining,  skimming  a  silly  novel  and  sipping  chocolate. 
She  wondered  how  it  was  that  she  could  ever  have 
"twitted  Leoline,  in  access  of  irreverence,  with  his  love 
of  rills  and  flowers,  of  clouds  and  running  water. 
Sm-e  she  must  have  been  under  some  spell.  But  now, 
thank  Heaven,  she  was  awake.  Every  nerve  tingled 
for  some  work  to  do ;  some  all-engrossing  occupation, 
that  would  leave  her  exhausted  at  the  day's  end,  tired 
with  the  sweet  weariness  of  labour.  Her  acute  intel- 
lect threw  off  its  cobwebs — sought  hither  and  thither 
with  long  sensitive  antennae  for  pabulum  on  which  to 
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feed.  She  was  all  agog  to  be  u^  and  doing.  The 
only  question  was,  what  was  the  task  to  be  ? 

The  face  of  dear  Leoline  haunted  the  maiden's 
dreams,  as  he  had  appeared  for  a  moment — ^roused 
from  contemplation  to  indignant  protest  against 
wrong.  Oh  !  if  he  could  always  be  thus — down  by  her 
side  upon  the  earth  instead  of  soaring  in  poetic  cloud- 
land.  And  yet  how  wrong,  how  wicked,  to  desire  the 
lowering  of  a  genius  to  her  mundane  level !  What  he 
had  said  of  Milton  dwelt  in  her  fancy.  The  day 
might  come,  would  come  certainly,  when  he  would 
display  to  an  admiring  world  the  stuff  of  which  he 
was  made,  and  stalk  to  his  proper  seat  on  the  bench 
of  master  minds.  And  then  how  happy  she  would  be 
afar  off !  How  she  would  kneel  in  loving  worship ! 
Byron  would  be  left  in  the  shade  to  contemplate  his 
club-foot.  Leoline  had  no  club-foot,  or  any  other 
blemish.  There  never  was  anybody  half  so  interest- 
ing as  that  slim  and  handsome  youth. 

The  two  girls  walked  round  and  round  the  prison 
yard,  at  the  end  of  which  the  sentry  marched  up  and 
down;  and  novice  Charlotte,  whose  troubles  were 
only  too  real  and  tangible,  marvelled  and  grew  con- 
fused. What  was  this  tangle  of  opposing  motives 
which  actuated  her  friend?  She  was  a  perfect 
weathercock.  At  one  moment  she  regretted  that  my 
lord's  disgraceful  behaviour  should  stand  'twixt  her 
and  him  for  evermore ;  at  another  was  glad  that  she 
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should  have  wakened  in  time  to  see  him  as  he  was. 
At  one  moment  she  hurned  to  fly  from  Sodom  and 
Gomorrah ;  at  another  appeared  to  he  leaving  some- 
thing or  some  one  behind,  from  which  or  whom  she 
was  loth  to  part. 

Leo,  Charlotte  remarked  to  Abigel,  was  discon- 
tented with  his  lot ;  pining  for  independence,  for 
leisure  to  pursue  the  Muses.  What  a  pity  that  he 
could  not  have  his  own,  and  be  free  to  do  as  he  listed ! 

"Have  his  own!"  Abigel  ejaculated,  gazing  up- 
wards. *'Why  should  he  not?  Dear  Leoline !  why 
should  not  some  one  be  self-devoted  to  the  quest  for 
which  he  was  constitutionally  unfitted — some  one 
who,  weary  of  lotos-eating  and  vowing  that  it  was 
always  afternoon,  would  gird  the  loins  and  don  the 
breastplate  and  flourish  a  drawn  sword;  some  one 
who  needed  mental  occupation  wherewith  to  slay  the 
demons  of  private  misery  and  emptiness ;  some  one 
like  herself,  in  fact  ? 

Could  she  really  intend,  Charlotte  inquired  in 
astonishment,  to  devote  herself  to  the  pm-suit  of  an 
ignis  fatuus  f  She,  Charlotte,  had  j)romised  when 
she  was  Queen  to  perform  wonders,  but  that  was  quite 
another  thing  from  the  rushing  out  of  an  unarmed 
maid  to  slaughter  misty  dragons.  Did  Abigel  really 
and  truly  mean  to  say 

Certainly  she  did.  The  sooner  a  false  position  is 
resigned  the  better.    She  would  blithely  abandon  hers, 

VOL.  n.  24 
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and  return  to  a  low  estate  forthwith;  had  ahready 
written  to  distant  Yorkshire  to  inform  grandaunt 
Pentecost  that  she  would  speedily  be  in  the  old  home, 
never  to  leave  it  more.  The  idle  dream  was  over ; 
the  veneer  of  fine-ladyism  should  be  cheerfully  put 
away.  The  change  would  be  irksome  at  first,  no 
doubt,  for  'twould  be  impossible  to  associate  with  the 
raw  hoydens  of  Stratton-on-the-Fosse.  She  would 
lead  a  secluded  life;  read  learned  books,  nurse  the  sick; 
sink  to  an  honoured  grave — the  sooner  the  better — 
when  the  task  was  done.  The  task !  The  maiden's 
eyes  danced  when  she  thought  of  the  task,  the  all- 
engrossing  task!  Was  it  not  well  that,  for  all  his 
genius,  Leo  should  be  so  unfit  for  action  ?  For  him- 
self he  would  some  day  reap  renown  and  fame.  It 
should  be  the  glorious  task  of  his  playfellow  to  fulfil 
his  mammy's  wish,  to  give  a  name  to  the  nameless 
dead.  Had  she  not  desired  for  years  to  see  Leo 
master  of  his  own  ?  and  had  she  not  been  held  back 
from  openly  expressing  the  wish  by  a  sense  of  duty 
to  the  libertine  who  had  been  kind?  But  now  all 
was  changed;  and  Miss  Kowe  felt  quite  grateful  to 
my  lord  for  his  outrageous  conduct,  though  she  might 
be  personally  the  loser.  By  raising  her  above  her 
station,  and  then  rendering  it  impossible  for  the 
assumed  position  to  be  retained,  he  had  conferred  a 
selfish  and  cruel  kindness,  for  which  gratitude  would 
be  out  of  place.   Whilst  enjoying  questionable  benefits. 


A   LADY  WITH   A   3IISSI0N.  19 

she  had  been  pleasant  and  useful,  had  caused  my 
lord  no  moment  of  concern ;  on  that  score  there  was 
nothing  on  her  conscience.  They  were  quits,  and 
there  could  be  no  reason  for  compunction  in  employ- 
ing those  talents  which  a  high-class  education  had 
sharpened,  for  the  unravelling  of  the  knotted  skein 
of  Leo's  legitimate  rights.  It  was  not  as  though  she 
proposed  to  plot  by  foul  means  to  do  my  lord  an 
injury.  Time  was  when  she  wanted  to  see  two 
antagonists,  towards  both  of  whom  she  had  a  leaning, 
lighting  in  public  lists.  Now  her  leaning  was  to  one 
side  onlj^  and  there  was  no  valid  cause  for  shrinking 
from  a  tender  of  such  assistance  as  was  in  her  power 
to  the  preferred  candidate.  To  this  end  Abigel  was 
determined  to  take  refuge  with  the  only  woman  to 
whom  she  had  a  right  to  fly ;  was  resolved  to  endure 
the  soHtude  of  ruined  Battle  Magna,  the  cuffs  and 
querulous  plaints  of  Pentecost  Smalley,  in  order  to 
investigate  the  ancient  manor-house  at  leisure,  to 
ferret  unsuspected  in  old  cupboards,  and  seek  for 
such  moth-eaten  clues  as  might  chance  to  lm*k 
therein. 

But  such  chances  as  there  were  of  success  lay  in 
secrecy,  and  Charlotte  was  solemnly  sworn  to  say 
nothing  about  the  scheme.  Was  not  the  finger  of 
Fate  visible  in  the  development  of  recent  events? 
Had  Abigel  remained  at  Battle  Magna  her  mind 
would   have  been  bovine  always,  like  the  minds  of 
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country  folk.  Such  small  hints  and  tiny  suggestions 
as  might  from  time  to  time  have  shown  their  heads 
would  have  escaped  the  grasp  of  a  hlunted  intelli- 
gence. Indeed,  deprived  early  of  Leo's  society,  it  is 
X^robable  that  she  would  have  ceased  to  thmk  of  him 
at  all,  have  given  up  dreaming  of  that  vanished  stock, 
of  the  fugitive  Jervois  who  crossed  to  Ireland,  of  the 
white-polled,  world-worn  dependent,  who  appeared 
like  an  unwelcome  apparition  to  be  exorcized  by  the 
infuriated  housekeeper.  Yes ;  it  was  Fate,  and  nothing 
else.  No  doubt  about  it.  Like  Joan  of  Arc  at 
Eheims,  she  would  survey  with  satisfaction  her  handi- 
work, and  then — unlike  hapless  Joan — disappear  in 
a  whirlwind  of  conscious  rectitude.  If  Joan  had  been 
content  to  resume  her  peasant  garb  so  soon  as  the 
goal  was  reached,  she  would  not  have  been  burned  at 
Eouen.  But  no  :  she  fluttered,  fascinated,  about  the 
young  king  that  she  had  made ;  and  was  consumed, 
like  a  moth  by  a  candle.  Abigel  promised  herself  to 
be  more  wise.  She  would  work  and  toil  as  long  as  it 
was  requisite,  present  his  title-deeds  and  coronet  to 
my  lord  Northallerton,  and  then  make  a  fine  curtsy, 
such  as,  in  prosperous  days  of  mirage,  she  had  been 
wont  to  make  at  Almack's.  With  her  peculiar  trick 
of  overleaping  gaps  and  jumping  at  conclusions,  she 
already  grasped  the  coronet  and  title-deeds.  Did 
they  exist  at  all,  save  in  a  heated  imagination? 
Three  links  were  absent  from  the  chain  which  was- 
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to  bind  Leo  to  the  peerage.  They  were  broken, 
tossed,  who  might  tell  whither? — cast  into  what 
impenetrable  abysses  and  deep  chasms  ?  And  she,  in 
the  mind's  eye  alone,  already  saw  where  they  lay  in 
ambush ! 

The  prospect  of  so  wild  a  quest  took  Charlotte's 
breath  away.  As  shadowy  a  search  as  that  for  the 
Holy  Grail.  Perhaps,  an  old  crone  of  eighty,  Abby, 
might  be  searching  still ;  or  more  probably  would, 
long  before  attaining  so  respectable  an  age,  have 
retired  to  Bedlam,  as  a  lunatic  beset  by  an  hallucina- 
tion. But  then  Charlotte  would  be  Queen,  would  take 
the  friend  of  girlhood  out  of  Bedlam,  set  Leo  on  his 
feet.  Better  wait  for  better  days  quietly,  she  advised ; 
take  a  husband,  as  Mrs.  Fitzherbert  suggested. 

"  Take  a  husband  !  "  cried  indignant  Abby.  How 
dared  Charlotte  talk  such  rubbish?  How  good  was 
the  Princess  at  preaching !  Why  did  not  she,  Charlotte, 
take  sallow  Orange  without  more  ado,  instead  of 
making  a  pother  ?  Abigel  would  never,  never  marry  ; 
how  many  more  times  was  she  to  say  so  ?  How  could 
she  marry,  since,  having  renounced  the  world  of 
fashion,  a  husband — should  she  elect  to  seek  one — 
must  be  found  in  her  own  station?  Did  Charlotte 
suppose  that  she,  with  her  superior  education,  could 
become  the  wife  of  a  ploughboy  or  gamekeeper  at 
Battle  Magna  ?  The  only  available  person  at  all  was 
<;ousin  Cy ;  but  then  he  was  a  pugilist,  so  that  would 
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never  do.  What  a  wicked,  wicked  caprice  it  had  been  of 
Lord  Osmington's,  and  how  abominable  of  grandaunt 
Pentecost  not  to  have  foreseen  what  would  come  of 
it.  Cyrus  was  a  dear  boy.  How  good  of  him,  flinging 
aside  personal  dislike,  to  fly  to  Leo's  rescue  on  that 
ill-starred  night !  But  however  dear,  he  was  a  boxer, 
so  there  was  no  use  in  thinking  of  him  in  the  light 
of  lord  and  master.  Could  Charlotte  honestly  saj^ 
that  her  friend  was  not  right  in  abjuring  at  once 
such  dubious  contingencies  of  matrimony  as  were 
hers?  People  with  a  mission  have  no  business  to 
marry — pioneers  of  civilization,  explorers,  mission- 
aries, what  not.  It  was  quite  settled,  then,  that  she 
never  could  and  never  would  marry — irrevocably 
decided,  once  for  all  and  for  ever.  Marry,  forsooth  I 
Preoccupied  by  the  difficulties  of  an  intricate  task, 
she  would,  if  tied  in  wedlock,  be  always  waking  her 
spouse  with  elbow-jogs  o'  nights,  with  the  weariful 
refrain,  "  I've  got  it,  hold  it  tight !  "  and  he  would 
administer  correction  that  was  well  deserved.  People 
with  a  hobby  are  said  to  live  content  in  single 
blessedness.  Charlotte  would  be  good  enough,  there- 
fore, to  refrain  from  doleful  waggings  of  the  head; 
for  sure  'twas  preferable  to  be  riding  a  hobby  over 
bogs  after  will-o'-the-wisp  than  to  lie  abed  sipping 
chocolate,  over  fictitious  sorrows,  and  languishing 
for  husbands.     If  things  could  have  gone  on  as  they 
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were,  what  would  have  resulted  ?  Abby,  with  cleared 
vision,  could  see  plainly  now.  The  young  chatelaine 
of  Osmington  House  would  have  turned  some  da}' 
from  loves  of  fiction  to  those  of  real  life;  have  abjectly 
adored  some  male  with  an  eye  to  pelf  and  the  main 
chance.  Over  head  and  ears,  despite  his  rent-roll, 
my  lord  would  have  roared  and  cursed  at  the  question 
of  a  dowry,  and  there  would  have  been  hearts  broken, 
wigs  on  the  green.  Did  Charlotte  suggest — how  little 
she  must  know  about  it ! — that  a  disinterested  million- 
aire would  probably  have  turned  up  ready  to  espouse 
undowered  beauty?  "  Fiddlededee !  Men  do  not 
run  after  penniless  or  low-born  brides,"  declared  the 
sage  Miss  Eowe. 

Hence  it  was  established  beyond  gainsaying  that 
obscurity  and  a  mission  was  the  only  possible  future 
for  a  girl  so  awkwardly  situated. 

All  this  was  plausible ;  but  Charlotte  was  not  con- 
vinced. ''Why  this  frantic  devotion  to  the  cause  of 
Leoline  ?  "  she  kept  asking  herself  after  her  friend's 
departure.  ''Does  she  care  for  Leo?"  she  mused. 
"No;  I  think  not,  although  she  appreciates  his 
genius.  Does  she  care  for  the  good-looking  pugilist  ? 
No;  I  think  not,  although  she  admires  his  blunt 
integrity.  This  is  a  bit  of  quixotism — nothing  more 
serious — resulting  from  the  fever  of  a  mind  that  is 
temporarily    off    its    balance.      She'll   weary    of    it 
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soon,  and  return  to  us.  Neither  of  the  young  men 
have  gained  her  heart.  What  of  them  ?  The  prize- 
fighter's case  is  hopeless;  his  modest  adoration  is 
touching.  As  for  Leohne,  he  loves  her — I'm  sure  he 
does,  but  is  too  proud  and  sensitive  to  say  so." 
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CHAPTEK  II. 

BAD   NEWS   FOR   CHARLOTTE. 

Warwick  House  was  at  the  best  of  times  a  sunless 
and  cbeary  spot.  When  Abigel  was  fairly  gone  it 
seemed  duller  than  ever  to  Charlotte,  who,  left  alone 
with  the  elderly  blue-stocking  and  numerous  pro- 
fessors, tm-ned  her  mind  to  her  own  future,  fully 
resolved  to  fight  tooth  and  nail  rather  than  be 
banished  from  England. 

The  Grand  Signor,  as  we  have  seen,  promised  his 
old  love  to  be  lenient,  and  rescinded,  therefore,  his 
determination  to  insist,  willy-nilly,  on  a  match  with 
Orange.  But,  at  the  same  time,  he  swore  that 
Caroline  should  win  no  more  victories  ;  that  he  would 
oppose  the  hete  noire  with  all  his  might,  the  un- 
scrupulous woman  who  waged  war  without  com- 
punction from  behind  her  offspring. 

The  visits  of  Charlotte  to  her  mother  had  been 
stopped  some  time  ago ;  but  the  latter  made  such  a 
howling,  and  dressed  up  her  grievance  in  such  comely 
fi-ippery,  that  it  was  judged  politic  to  allow  the  twain 
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to  see  each  other  at  long  intervals  for  a  few  minutes, 
attendants  being  set  to  watch  and  report  the  subject 
of  their  talk.  The  severity  of  these  measures  spurred 
Caroline  to  renewed  effort,  developed  her  passion  for 
intrigue.  If  Charlotte  might  no  longer  listen  to 
diatribes  anent  "  the  brute,"  she  should  have  pages 
of  written  scandal  to  digest  in  the  solitude  of  her 
chamber.  On  one  occasion,  when  it  was  wet,  the 
elder  lady  pressed  on  the  younger  a  pair  of  overshoes 
to  keep  her  dear  feet  dry.  They  were  promptly  im- 
pounded by  an  argus-eyed  attendant,  and  found  to  be 
stuffed  with  documents.  "  You  must  stand  firm,"  the 
crafty  female  wrote;  "'twill  make  him  outrageous, 
and  the  good  looks  of  which  he  is  so  jproud  will  not 
last  long  if  beaten  by  his  daughter." 

The  position  was  a  trying  one  for  all  parties. 
Charlotte  was  abashed  when  her  mother's  petty 
manoeuvring  was  exposed  and  circumvented.  Caro- 
line was  losing  ground,  for  stirring  events  abroad 
were  beginning  to  supplant  her  shrieks  once  more, 
and  as  she  found  herself  less  and  less  considered,  her 
nature  grew  more  acid,  her  struggles  more  jDronounced 
to  retain  a  place  in  the  front.  The  Whigs  became 
ashamed  of  their  stalking-horse,  and  ceased  to  apply 
the  bit ;  and  as  it  grew  more  difficult  to  command 
notice,  the  misguided  Princess  sought  to  sustain  her 
notoriety  by  fomenting  family  differences. 

Thanks  to  her  mother,  the  situation  of  Charlotte 
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was  extremely  awkward.  Urged  thereto  by  lier,  she 
grew  as  morbidly  suspicious  of  her  father  as  he  of  his 
child,  weighing  and  examining  every  move  of  his  in 
search  of  a  hostile  motive.  The  Eegent  took  no  pains 
to  disguise  the  fact  that  he  wished  to  remove  her  from 
England  for  a  while,  to  separate  her  entirely  from 
mamma. 

"  How  cruel  and  how  unmanly !  "  screamed  the 
Meg^ra.  "How  like  a  brute!"  But  even  worse 
remained  behind.  Could  not  her  darling  Charlotte 
see  that  he  was  jealous  of  the  popularity  of  a  young 
and  pretty  girl,  anxious  to  suppress  odious  compari- 
sons by  timely  banishment  ?  He  w^as  jealous  of  her 
youth,  since  in  spite  of  every  art  his  own  was  waning. 

George  was  furious  —  mad  with  rage;  for  there 
was  a  grain  of  truth  at  the  bottom  of  the  accusa- 
tion. But  for  her  mother's  baneful  influence,  he 
complained,  she  never  would  have  refused  Orange. 
If  he,  the  Eegent,  was  to  be  allowed  no  feelings,  what 
right  had  an  heiress  presumptive  to  lay  claim  to  such 
possessions  ?  What  could  it  signify  to  her,  the 
heiress  presumptive,  that  William  was  sallow,  could 
boast  of  no  calves,  had  a  nose  like  a  grasshopper  ? 
Princesses  have  made  marriages  of  convenience  time 
out  of  mind ;  have  sworn  to  love,  honom',  and  obey, 
and  all  the  rest  of  it,  persons  they  have  never  seen,  of 
whom  they  knew  nothing  whatever,  and  no  deluge  has 
supervened.     If  an  alliance  with  the  House  of  Orange 
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was  deemed  advantageous  by  wiseacres,  was  it  not 
just  like  a  rebellious,  wrong-headed,  hoity-toity  minx 
to  babble  of  love  and  such  highflown  balderdash,  as  if 
she  were  an  ordinary  mortal  ?  It  all  came  of  too 
much  kindness,  of  having  exhibited  the  man  she  was 
to  marry,  of  having  consulted  her  on  the  delicate 
subject.  If,  instead  of  being  foolishly  considerate, 
they  had  flourished  a  miniature  of  a  curly  Narcissus 
grinning  through  a  horse-collar  of  gems,  all  would 
have  been  well,  a  wedding  would  have  taken  place  by 
proxy,  and  when,  too  late,  she  discovered  the  blooming 
creature  to  be  freckled  and  disfigured  by  a  squint,  the 
bride  would  have  had  nothing  for  it  but  to  make  the 
best  of  her  bargain.  Stern  and  cruel  forsooth  !  Papa's 
fault  was  that  he  had  been  too  weakly  kind.  The 
Prince  of  Wales  had  a  happy  power  of  persuading 
himself  to  believe  what  he  desired,  and  he  accordingly 
became  quite  convinced  that  young  ladies  do  not 
know  their  own  minds,  are  apt  to  be  oblivious  of 
duties,  and  that  it  becomes  a  benignant  and  sapient 
parent  to  apply  gentle  pressure.  'Tis  for  their  own 
good;  they  will  acknowledge  it  by-and-by  and  be 
thankful.  The  obvious  thing  to  do  under  the  em- 
barrassing circumstances  was  to  be  persuasively 
pressing,  to  use  no  absolute  force ;  to  try,  in  a  different 
way  from  his,  Osmington's  favourite  recipe. 

Vere  assured  his  royal  crony  that  there  was  nothing 
like  it,  and  who  should  know  if  not  my  lord,  who  was 
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constantl}'  applying  liis  principle   to   an  uproarious 
menagerie  ? 

The  Eegent  reflected  and  felt  that  Vere  was  right, 
forgetting  that,  when  previous^  applied,  the  screw 
had  produced  an  outburst.  Not  that  he  intended 
to  shake  his  fist  and  use  had  language  ;  if  it  was 
not  all  Balmy  the  fault  should  he  none  of  his.  In- 
deed, he  had  no  opportunity  of  interfering  personally 
even  if  he  would,  of  being  seductive  or  rude ;  for  no 
sooner  did  papa  begin  to  drone  again  on  the  subject 
of  tu-esome  Orange,  than  the  froward  damsel  took  the 
bull  by  the  horns,  shut  herself  up  in  her  nunnery, 
and  pleaded  toothache  or  the  megrims  whenever  her 
father  called.  She  declined  to  see  him,  for  she  knew 
what  it  was  that  he  required,  and  her  mind  was,  as 
she  thought,  fully  made  up.  She  had  seen  Orange, 
had  conversed,  danced,  ridden  with  him,  and  did  not 
like  the  swain.  Not  only  were  Daphnis  and  Chloe 
indifferent  one  to  the  other,  but  mutually  repellent. 
William  was  silly  and  easy-going,  ready  to  be  a  willing 
tool  in  the  hands  of  the  Prince  of  Wales.  Charlotte 
was  lonely,  thirsting  for  sympathy,  bubbling  with 
vague  longings,  harassed  by  perplexities,  boisterous 
and  tomboyish,  in  need  of  a  strong  nature  to  act  as 
guide  and  keep  her  exuberance  in  check.  Her  rough 
ways  and  sharp  temper  frightened  the  Prince  of 
Orange,  who  felt  that  he  would  be  henpecked,  whipped, 
and  put  to  bed.     Had  he  dared,  he  would  have  run 
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away.  The  proposed  menage  did  not  look  very  pro- 
mising ;  but  some  decision  would  have  to  be  arrived 
at.  Both  Orange  and  the  Eegent  were  being  made  a 
laughing-stock.  Megrims  and  matrimony — what  an 
absurd  mixture ! 

If  the  ailing  damsel's  tooth  was  too  bad  to  allow 
of  an  interview  with  paj)a,  would  she  see  jolly  uncle 
Fred?  Yes,  she  would,  for  she  was  fond  of  uncle 
Fred ;  and  that  jovial  warrior  reported  in  due  course 
that  there  was  nothing  the  matter  with  his  niece. 

The  Balmy  was  applied,  and,  unexpectedly  enough, 
the  obstinate  maid  gave  way  !  It  was  very  hard  to 
be  allowed  no  feelings,  but  if  the  country  wished  her 
to  marry  a  man  with  a  curious  nose  she  would  even 
do  so,  would  accept  the  inevitable  fate  of  an  heiress 
presumptive — but  on  certain  set  conditions.  She 
would  take  the  Prince  of  Orange,  for  worse  rather  than 
for  better,  since  it  must  be  so ;  would  lower  her 
standard  before  overwhelming  odds,  provided  she 
might  reside  in  England. 

But  this  was  the  very  point  on  which  George  was 
most  tenacious.  My  lord  Liverpool  was  despatched 
to  Warwick  House  to  deliver  lectures  on  propriety. 
Jovial  Frederick  prated  by  the  hour  about  virtue, 
duty,  and  the  meekness  of  ideal  maidens.  His  moral 
discourses  were  most  edifying;  but  Charlotte  main- 
tained throughout  an  obstinate  silence,  declining  to 
be  cajoled.     She  knew  her  duty  quite  as  well  as  Fred. 
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She  would  be  mistress  of  lier  movements,  go  abroad 
or  stop  at  liome  according  to  her  pleasure,  or  else  she 
would  not  be  sacrificed.  Her  duty  was  clear  enough — 
to  stop  at  home.  She  had  said  so  before,  and  would 
say  so  again.  As  future  Queen,  it  was  right  that  the 
people  should  learn  to  know  her,  that  she  should  know 
the  people.  Above  all,  for  her  miserable  mother's 
sake,  it  was  her  duty  to  remain  at  hand  and  intervene 
if  need  were.  She  studied  precedents  like  a  little 
law}'er— gabbled  of  Mary  the  First  and  Mary  the 
Second  and  their  matrimonial  arrangements  till 
Liverpool  was  astonished  and  honest  Frederick  dis- 
comfited. Luckless  Princess !  Acting  conscien- 
tiously according  to  her  lights,  nobody  was  pleased 
with  what  she  did.  Orange  knew  not  what  to  make 
of  it.  "What  a  terrible  wife  was  this  with  whom  he 
was  threatened  !  Papa  was  cross  and  pettish.  Un- 
grateful mamma  was  least  satisfied  of  all.  Her  coarse 
nature  was  rendered  horny  and  callous  by  events. 
She  could  afford  no  affection  for  the  jchild  who  strove, 
as  far  as  conscience  allowed,  to  become  her  paladin. 
On  certain  conditions  Charlotte  was  ready  to  give  way 
to  her  father's  will.  That  was  enough  for  Carohne, 
who  was  always  advising  disobedience. 

*'  She  cares  not  three  straws !  "  complained  her 
Pioyal  Highness  to  one  of  the  Comus  crew.  **If  my 
daughter  love  me,  I  love  her  ;  I  can't  bear  those  who 
are  neither  one  ting  nor  t'other,  neither  cold  nor  hot. 
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If  she  no  care  for  me,  why  would  I  waste  love  on 
her  ?  " 

All  things  considered,  it  is  not  surprising  that  the 
nunnery  became  more  dreary  and  more  sunless,  and 
that  its  occupant  showed  signs  of  developing  into  a 
Niobe. 

So  Abigel  bade  farewell  to  her  friend,  and  departed 
by  the  Yorkshire  coach,  promising  to  send  reams  by 
every  post,  exhorting  Charlotte  to  do  what  conscience 
said  was  right,  however  bitter  temporary  trials ;  and 
when  she  was  gone  Charlotte  felt  very  miserable, 
praying  for  steadfastness  to  endure.  The  Balmy  was 
a  distinct  failure,  the  circle  at  Carlton  House  agreed. 
When  maidens  are  obdurate  the  screw  must  be 
turned  on  sharply.  The  strings  that  had  been  slack- 
ened were  drawn  in  again.  Months  passed  over  the 
weary  head  of  the  novice — ghastly  empty  months, 
whose  monotony  was  only  broken  by  a  change  of 
teachers.  The  drawing  lesson,  the  harp  lesson,  the 
guitar  lesson,  the  German  lesson,  the  political  dis- 
course,— so  many  nicks  on  a  stick,  like  Eobinson 
Crusoe's  calendar.  Since  she  declined  to  do  as  she 
was  bid,  her  days  must  be  passed  with  Vaccari  and 
Dizzi  and  toothless  old  Ventura — Ventura,  Dizzi,  and 
Vaccari.  Such  a  state  of  things  could  not  last  long. 
The  maiden  buoyed  herself  up  with  the  knowledge 
that  her  dismal  childhood  was  over;  that  with  the  new 
year  would  come  her  majority.     On  the  seventh  day 
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of  Janucary  she  would  be  eighteen,  of  fitting  age  to 
reign,  if  Heaven  should  think  proper  to  remove  her 
papa  and  grandfather.    Being  of  age,  even  the  wicked 
ogre  to  whom  she  owed  her  being  could  not  immui*e 
her  any  more.     True,  he  had  threatened  to  allow  her 
no  establishment  until  there  was  a  husband  to  govern 
it,  but  he  would  not  be  so  unkind  as  to  carry  out  the 
threat.     Well,  well !    even  if  he  were  to  do  so,  what 
then  ?     Much   as   she   longed  for   freedom  to  enjoy 
youth  and  life  and  a  high  position,   she   had  been 
thrown  back  upon  herself  till,  though  yet  in  her  teens, 
she  had  learned  patience.     Conscious  that  she  was 
doing  right  in  an  exceptionally  difficult  position,  she 
would  even  continue  to  take  weariful  lessons,  if  so 
ordained,  thankful  in  that  study  and  seclusion  were 
barriers    against     annoyance.      But    she     reckoned 
without  her  host.     It  was  ordained  that  the  young 
Princess  should  never  remain  unworried.     Caroline, 
struggling  for  notice,   sniffed    an   opportunity,   and 
screeched,  with  rancorous  cries,  that  she  had  not  beheld 
her  sweet  pet  for  five  months,  and  that  it  was  abomin- 
able to  deprive  a  parent  of  the  joy  of  congratulating 
her  child  on  her  majority.     Public  opinion  was  on 
the  side  of  the  Princess  of  Wales ;  so  Charlotte  was 
reluctantly  permitted  to  pay  a  state  visit  to  Connaught 
House  (Caroline's  new  abode,  for  she  had  been  ex- 
pelled from  Kensington),  from  which  she  returned 
upset  and  furious.     Caroline  had  been  interested  and 
VOL.  II.  25 
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sugary,  had  professed  pained  concern  that  no  notice 
had  been  taken  of  the  birthday ;  to  which  Charlotte 
had  responded,  in  genuine  surprise,  that  festivities  were 
postponed  for  the  present  on  account  of  the  expenses 
of  the  war. 

"Faddle,  my  pet,"  whispered  lago.  "Tout  le 
monde  has  been  hoping  for  promotions,  for  eman- 
cipation from  prisons ;  and  tout  le  monde  is  indignant 
for  my  outraged  shild.  You  beheve  their  excuses  ? 
Then  you  are  quite  a  baby,  and  they  are  right  to  keep 
you  in  de  nursery." 

The  result  of  the  visit  was  soon  evident.     The  fic- 
titious state  of  peacefulness  into  which  she  had  sunk 
deserted  the  girl.   The  dormant  longings  were  aroused. 
Charlotte  pined  and  wasted  and  became  really  ill. 
The  janitor.  Miss  Knight,  flew  across  the  yard  to 
Carlton  House  and  delivered  herself  of  a  grave  report. 
The  Kegent  was  frightened,  and,  cursing  all  unman- 
ageable maids,  gave  up  both  the  Balmy  and  the  Brutal. 
He  wished  to  break  her  obstinate  stubbornness,  not  to 
injure  his  child's  health.     A  few  decorous  dinners 
were  got  up  in  the  Gothic  cathedral ;  some  dowagers 
and  fograms  were  invited  to  meet  the  Princess  and 
hobnob  with  her  dear  uncles.    And  George  sat  the 
while  at  the  head  of  his  table  frowning,  for  the  hete 
noire  had  scored  again. 

The  Eegent  was  firm,  though,  in  the  matter  of  the 
establishment.     It  would  not  do  to  confess  himself 
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vanquished ;  so  the  young  Princess  was  kept  in  leading 
strings,  although  iDermitted  to  leave  the  nursery. 
She  might  have  a  few  new  gowns,  it  was  decided,  and 
visit  certain  houses. 

A  brilliant  chance  soon  presented  itself  of  per- 
mitting the  novice  to  peep  through  a  chink  upon  the 
world,  and  of  repaying  Caroline's  Eoland  with  a 
deliciously  telling  Oliver.  If  affairs  at  home  were 
still  gloomy  and  complicated,  the  aspect  of  things 
abroad  was  rosy.  The  hopes  founded  on  the  return 
of  Lord  Castlereagh  to  the  Cabinet  were  not  doomed  to 
disajDpointment.  His  political  sagacity  and  energetic 
attitude  roused  the  spirits  of  fainting  Europe,  imbued 
Kussia  with  the  courage  to  arise  and  face  her  im- 
perious taskmaster.  Napoleon,  intoxicated  with 
success,  and  furious  at  the  pebble  that  stayed  his 
chariot  wheel,  announced  in  his  oracular  style  that 
Eussia  was  no  more,  and  followed  up  his  oracle  with 
movements  calculated  to  insure  its  fulfilment.  With 
half  a  million  of  the  best  counters  ever  employed  to 
play  the  game  of  ambition,  he  crossed  into  the  doomed 
provinces — and  came  to  grief  himself.  His  defeat 
was  measureless.  Of  the  multitudes  who  had  fol- 
lowed over  the  Niemen,  a  forlorn  sprinkling  returned. 
But  he  was  too  genuine  a  hero  to  confess  himself 
beaten  by  even  so  o'erwhelming  a  disaster.  Within  a 
few  months  Bonaparte  again  appeared  in  the  field 
with  a  new  army ;  fought  with  success  at  Lutzen  and 
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Bautzen,  but  at  Leipzig  was  repulsed  once  more. 
The  shattered  remnant  of  his  forces  was  hunted  to 
the  walls  of  Paris,  where  he  himself  was  compelled 
to  pass  under  the  yoke  and  accept  the  terms  of  the 
conqueror.  It  was  generally  admitted  that  this  change 
in  the  complexion  of  affairs  was  due  to  England,  the 
result  in  their  several  departments  of  the  labom's  of 
Wellington  and  Castlereagh.  It  was  natural,  there- 
fore, that  the  heads  of  those  nations  who  had  been 
encouraged  to  throw  off  their  shackles  should  visit 
the  Court  of  him  to  whose  servants  the  change  was 
due.  Accordingly,  about  the  middle  of  the  year  1814, 
royalties  of  every  colom-  packed  up  their  smartest 
uniforms,  and  proceeded  on  a  pilgrimage  to  London. 
It  was  in  March  that  the  Allies  entered  Paris,  and  on 
the  11th  of  April  that  the  treaty  was  signed — greatly 
to  the  dissatisfaction  of  Lord  Castlereagh,  who  ob- 
jected to  an  eyrie  being  chosen  for  the  clipped  eagle 
so  near  to  his  old  haunts.  Even  with  maimed  wings 
the  bird  might  hop  from  Elba  to  the  Gallic  coast.  Lord 
Castlereagh  foresaw  a  renewal  of  the  effort  to  regain 
his  former  home,  but  in  the  universaljoy  at  a  prospect 
of  peace  the  croakings  of  the  statesman  were  un- 
heeded. In  the  belief  that  war  was  completely  at  an 
end,  London  went  raving  mad — not  London  alone,  the 
kingdom.  Taxation,  starvation,  oppression,  even  the 
large  laundry  where  so  much  business  was  done,  all 
were  temporarily  forgotten ;  and  the  lieges,  tightening 
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belts  over  empty  stomachs,  hallooed  and  capered  and 
made  believe  to  be  vastly  happy.     As  the  dull  cham- 
paign bursts  into  jocund  light  upon  the  breaking  of 
the  thunder-cloud,  so  did  gulled  England  sing  paeans 
and  indulge  in  double-shuffles.     The  price  of  bread, 
meat,  the  necessaries  of  life,  would  fall  within   the 
means  of  a  ground-doT^^i  multitude ;  the  storm  was 
over,  the  sun  shone  out  at  last — hurrah,  hurrah  !    The 
British  mob  are  not,  I  suppose,  more  silly  than  the 
rabble   elsewhere ;  and  yet,  while  we   applaud  their 
antics,  we  cannot  but  be  astonished  at  their  illogical 
and  prejudiced  reasoning.     The  land  where  every  one 
had  been  grunting  and  grumbling  for  so  long,  became 
by  touch  of  a  wand  a  scene  of  general  delight.    Public 
business,  private   industry,   gnawing   anxiety,  black 
care,   gave  place   to    pageants,  fetes,   illuminations. 
The  banished  Bourbon  king  and  his  august  family, 
obese  Louis  and  corkscrew-visaged  Madame  d'Angou- 
leme,  arrived  in  town  in  royal  carriages,  preceded  by 
the  Regent  in  a  new  wig,  grinning,  smirking,  shower- 
ing cheap  blessings, — a    lovely    spectacle.     London 
ran  to  see  and  to  shout  hurrah  !     Every  one  craned 
out  of  window. 

The  only  one  who  could  not  see  anything  was 
Charlotte,  who  was  fain  to  beg  a  seat  at  the  Pulteney 
Hotel,  like  a  country  cousin,  and  witness  the  show 
from  a  balcony.  That  was  an  unintentional  slight. 
It  was  so  difficult  to  know  what  to  do  with  bouncing 
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Charlotte,  who  was  neither  out  nor  in  now.  If  she 
only  would  marry  Orange  her  position  would  be 
settled — and  then !  But  with  so  pig-headed  a  young 
person  there  was  no  use  in  recurring  to  that.  There 
was  another  little  arrangement,  however,  which  was 
by  no  means  accidental,  and  the  deft  management 
thereof  was  nuts  to  his  Eoyal  Highness.  When 
every  one  else  was  gone  crazy,  it  is  not  to  be  supposed 
that  the  Princess  of  Wales  could  escape  the  general 
contagion,  or  appear  more  sane  than  usual.  In 
honour  of  the  foreign  royalties  the  Queen  was  to  hold 
two  Drawing-rooms,  and  as  the  Eegent  must  needs  be 
j)resent,  it  became  the  duty  of  her  Majesty  to  inform 
the  Princess  that  she  could  not  be  received  at  either. 
This  was  provocation  enough  for  the  inflammable 
nature  of  Caroline.  Letters  passed,  dozens  of  letters- 
— 'what  a  wonderful  hand  she  was  at  correspondence ! — 
to  all  of  which  she  received  the  cold  answer  that  the 
Piegent  refused  to  meet  his  wife  in  public  or  in  private. 
A  Drawing-room,  perhaps,  was  no  great  matter  in  itself : 
a  curtsy,  an  exhibition  as  of  waxworks,  the  clothes 
torn  off  your  back,  and  then  the  influenza.  But  the 
fact  of  non-attendance  at  a  Drawing-room  precluded 
the  banished  individual  from  participation  in  any  of 
the  projected /eics.  Thus  by  a  cunning  stroke  Caroline, 
who  doubtless  would  have  chosen  the  moment  to  air 
her  griefs,  found  herself  checkmated.  Her  own  con- 
duct had  been  so  reckless,  vile,  and  malicious  that 
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she  deserved  the  punishment,  yet  felt  it  none  the  less, 
and  was  driven  to  implore  comitenance  from  Charlotte, 
at  whom  she  had  jeered,  to  save  her  from  so  hu- 
miliating a  quandary.  The  girl  was  hurt  that  her 
mother  should  be  publicly  snubbed  before  the  royalties, 
but  what  could  she  do  ?  As  the  parental  squabbles 
were  always  being  paraded  under  the  world's  nose,  it 
was  only  in  the  nature  of  things  that  the  allies 
should  in  their  turn  be  invited  to  admire.  But  she 
could  scarce,  for  all  that,  preserve  a  bearing  of  fitting 
dignity  while  Leoline  called  one  day  to  explain  the 
dilemma  of  mamma. 

She  was  sitting  in  her  cell-like  boudoir  when  the 
poet  came  to  Warwick  House,  fitting  over  a  little 
picture  of  herself  thirty  or  forty  dresses  made  of 
isinglass,  which  allowed  the  contour  of  the  figure  to 
show  through  the  transparent  costumes,  as  the  in- 
decent fashion  was.  A  nice  amusement,  he  thought, 
for  a  girl  of  eighteen — like  playing  with  a  doll ;  and 
then  he  was  sorry  to  see  the  result  of  a  warped 
training.  The  Princess  was  as  little  gay  as  her  prison, 
and  could  only  summon  the  phantom  of  a  smile  when 
he  attempted  to  enliven  his  lugubrious  news  by  the 
insertion  of  piquant  anecdotes.  Of  course,  he  ob- 
served, she  knew  that  the  Prussian  and  Eussian 
monarchs  and  grandees  had  sailed  from  Boulogne  to 
Dover,  convoyed  by  the  British  fleet  under  his  Grace 
of  Clarence,  and  that  their  Majesties  had  been  so  ill 
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as  to  VOW  that  Neptune  was  more  terrible  than 
Bonaparte  ?  Had  she  read  the  glowing  account  in 
the  Morning  Chronicle  ?  No,  she  had  not,  she  an- 
swered with  a  blush.  Indeed,  she  carefully  eschewed 
the  popular  journal,  for  was  it  not  the  organ  of 
Megaera  for  the  airing  of  her  wrongs  ?  She  had  been 
informed,  doubtless,  that  the  hero  of  the  moment 
was  General  Blucher,  who  went  to  bed  in  his  boots, 
and  smoked  a  porcelain  pipe,  thereby  winning  for 
himself  the  detestation  of  the  first  of  European 
gentlemen  ? 

"  Don't,  pray  !  "  Charlotte  interrupted  impatiently. 
'*  I'm  in  no  humour  for  nonsense.  Mamma  has 
brought  it  on  herself,  and  in  this  I  cannot  interfere, 
though  I  know  how  angry  she  will  be;  I  am  sorry, 
for  it  will  look  bad  before  the  kings.  She  has  no 
right  to  be  angry  with  me,  considering  how  I  am 
ignored.  Abigel  is  gone,  alas!  or  she'd  help  me  to 
come  to  a  decision,  as  to  what  line  I  ought  to  take. 
Mrs.  Lewis,  my  dresser,  says  that  the  fete  last  night 
at  Carlton  House  was  like  fairyland.  A  river  ran 
the  length  of  the  tables  filled  with  silver-fish ;  and 
at  one  end  the  wall  seemed  made  of  gold,  so  rich  was 
the  display  of  plate.  Yet  I  was  not  there,  though 
I  live  but  fifty  yards  off." 

"  Do  you  care  so  much  ioi  fetes  ?  "  asked  Leoline. 

**  I've  never  had  the  chance  of  trying,"  responded 
the  Princess.     "But  I  really  am  to  come  out  in  time 
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for  the  ball  and  the  Garter  installation  ;  at  least, 
Lord  Liverpool  says  so." 

''  Who  will  present  you  ?  For  you  must  be 
presented  first." 

"  Ah  !  There's  the  rub,"  said  Charlotte.  *'  The 
Queen  insists  that  I  shall  be  regularly  presented, 
though  surely  in  my  case  the  ceremony  might  be 
waived.  They  do  it  to  make  the  absence  of  my 
mother  the  more  conspicuous ;  but  if  I  refuse  to  go  on 
that  ground  'twill  be  an  excuse  to  lock  me  up  again. 
Oh,  if  Abigel  were  here  !  By  the  way,"  she  remarked 
abruptly,  "  did  you  see  Abigel  before  she  went  ?  " 

''  No,"  Leoline  replied. 

"  You  know  Where's  she's  gone,  and  what  she  went 
for  ?  " 

"  She  went  back  to  the  country,  I  suppose ;  and 
I  am  so  glad  !  Osmington  House  and  the  protection 
of  that  scoundrel  were  dangerous,  even  to  one  so 
self-reliant  as  little  Abby." 

'*  I  miss  her.     Do  you  ?  " 

"  Alack,  yes  !  "  sighed  LeoHne.  "  When  the  sun 
moves  to  brighten  other  climes,  leaving  us  desolate, 
who  does  not  envy  those  who  are  basking  in  light  and 
warmth  ?  " 

"  That  is  poetic,  but  means  nothing,"  Charlotte 
observed  bluntly.  *'  What  if  she  has  resolved  to 
devote  her  time  to  the  substantiating  of  your  claims  ?  " 

Leoline  started  in  amazement ;  but  Charlotte,  who 
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was  on  the  look-out  for  a  sign  of  pleasure,  could 
detect  none. 

"Do  you  know,"  he  said  after  a  while,  "that  I 
heartily  wish  everything  connected  with  the  North- 
allertons  was  at  the  bottom  of  the  sea  ?  " 

''Because  you  lack  energy,"  said  the  reproachful 
Princess. 

"  Not  so.  Because  it  pains  me  to  see  one  I  love 
start  off  on  a  wild-goose  chase.  Nothing  tangible 
will  ever  come  of  these  claims." 

"  Then  you  do  love  Abigel  ?  " 

"I — love?"  exclaimed  Leoline,  confused.  "How 
could  I  do  otherwise?  Who  that  comes  under  her 
spell  can  prevent  himself  from  loving  her  ?  " 

"  Platitudes,  master  poet  !  "  smiled  Charlotte. 
"  Supposing  she  were  to  arrive  in  a  chaise  with  your 
coronet  for  luggage  ?  " 

The  young  man  shivered,  and  paused  before 
answering.  At  length  he  said  slowly,  "  You  have 
detected  what  I  hoped  was  known  only  to  myself,  and 
I  pray  you  on  my  Imees  never  to  recur  to  it  again* 
I  have  had  more  to  endure  even  than  you  in  my 
short  career,  though  you  would  not  have  me  say  so. 
The  vision  of  my  dying  mother  in  rags  on  a  truss 
of  straw,  talking  with  labouring  breath  and  glazed 
eyes  about  coronets  and  dignities,  will  never  leave 
my  memory — 'twas  such  an  awful  satire  upon  earthly 
ambition,  such  a  pregnant  lesson.    A  poet's  yearning 
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is  different,  for  a  great  poet  is  a  great  teacher,  a 
benefactor  to  humanity — a  finger  like  a  church  spu-e 
pointing  upwards — refining  and  improving  those  who 
hearken  to  his  words.  But  who  that  aims  high  ever 
reaps  a  reward  here  below  ?  Yom'  successful  painter, 
playwright,  author,  is  pretty  sure  to  be  a  charlatan  ; 
for  thought  is  a  labour  both  to  him  who  would  teach 
and  him  who  is  to  be  taught,  and  both  agree  nowadays 
to  follow  a  meretricious  middle  course  which  shall 
require  no  such  effort  on  either  side." 

"  But  if  it  were  given  to  Abby  to  trace  your 
lineage  ?  Under  your  wide-spreading  trees  you  could 
preach  without  asking  a  reward  beyond  that  of 
attention  and  respect.  I've  settled  it.  You  shall 
write  an  epic  ;  Abby  shall  endow  you  with  your 
lands.  You  will  marry  her  and  be  haj^py  ever  after. 
That  is  the  programme." 

"  Do  not  !  Do  not  !  "  cried  Leoline  with  hot  pain. 
''  She  will  never,  sweet  soul,  find  the  clue  to  the 
labyrinth ;  and  I,  a  vagabond,  would  rather  cut  out 
my  tongue  than  ask  her  to  be  mine.  That  is  another 
lesson  taught  by  the  sad  vision  on  the  truss  of  straw. 
Through  fault  of  mine  she  never  shall  be  brought  to 
that !  " 

"But  if  she  took  some  one  else  how  would  you 
feel?" 

*'  I  would  pray  for  her  happiness,"  was  Leo's 
subdued  reply. 
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The  singularity  of  this  mild  attitude  was  so  foreign 
to  Charlotte's  own  temper  that  it  set  her  thinking, 
and  she  might  have  attempted  to  delve  deeper,  had 
not  the  young  man  recovered  his  self-possession, 
and  entered  without  further  circumlocution  upon  the 
object  of  his  mission. 

"Leave  Abigel  alone,  and  me,"  he  said,  with  a 
certain  sternness.  *'  Instead  of  fretting  about  balls 
2indi  fetes  to  which  you  are  not  bidden,  employ  your 
mind  on  something  more  serious  —  something  with 
which  you  alone  can  grapple." 

Charlotte  looked  up  in  alarm.  "  Speak  out.  What 
is  it?"       . 

"  Set  your  mind  to  the  successful  combating  of 
your  mother's  last  project." 

**  And  that  is  ?  "  The  Princess  grew  pale,  for  each 
new  project  of  her  mother's  was  sure  to  be  more 
regrettable  than  the  last. 

"  The  disgrace  to  which  she  is  subjected  before  the 
allied  sovereigns  proves  to  be  the  final  straw.  Even 
the  small  restraint  to  which,  as  you  know,  she  is 
subjected  here  is  growing  irksome.  She  has  often 
hinted  at  it ;  now  she  solemnly  swears  that  she  will 
leave  England  and  take  up  her  residence  abroad." 

Charlotte  lay  back  in  her  chair  an  image  of 
speechless  consternation.  "  Going  abroad  !  "  she 
echoed  faintly;  *'and  here  have  I  been  fighting  the 
whole  family,  single-handed,  so  as  not  to  be  banished 
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out  of  reach.  Going  abroad  !  "  And  the  perplexed 
Charlotte  sat  staring,  open-mouthed,  at  the  bearer 
of  evil  tidings. 

*'  She  wants  the  royalties  to  call  on  her,  so  that 
she  may  ask  them  to  intervene — to  procure  a  pension 
for  her  with  which  she  may  go  and  come  unshackled." 

The  young  Princess  was  filled  with  dismay.  Her 
proud  spirit  rebelled  at  the  idea  of  the  visitors, 
immediately  on  arrival,  being  inducted  by  Caroline 
herself  into  the  family  laundry.  What  must  they 
think  of  the  British  reigning  house?  So  ashamed 
was  she,  that  for  a  moment  she  felt  impelled  to  mew 
herself  up  more  closely  than  ever  within  the 
hermitage  and  forget  the  outer  world  with  its 
humiliations.  She  had  striven  so  hard  to  think  well 
of  her  mother — to  make  believe  at  least  to  do  so, — 
had  been  so  rejoiced  when  respectable  people  visited 
Connaught  House ;  had  even  indulged  in  a  crocus 
vision  of  some  day  lending  a  helping  hand,  with  the 
assistance  of  an  obedient  husband,  to  drag  mamma 
out  of  the  mud.  But  what  if  she  were  to  go  abroad  ? 
Of  what  excesses  might  she  not  be  capable,  careering 
across  the  Continent  ? 

Though  Charlotte  was  not  fully  aware  of  how 
depraved  her  mother  was,  she  could  not  be  blind 
to  at  least  a  portion  of  the  truth.  Should  she 
go  abroad,  she  would  inevitably  be  ruined.  Her 
child  saw  that   with  painful   clearness.     And  there 
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were  other  reasons  for  deploring  this  mad  resolve. 
Out  of  sight  is  out  of  mind.  Absence  is  a  terrible 
test  of  human  attachment.  The  person  who  volun- 
tarily forsakes  those  over  whom  he  should  preside, 
has  no  right  to  expect  the  continuation  of  love  and 
loyalty.  The  support  of  the  people  had  been  the 
one  bond  which  united  the  Princess  to  a  semblance 
of  respectability.  Though  her  party  found  it  con- 
venient to  look  coolly  on  her  just  now,  the  mob  still 
chose  to  behold  an  injured  woman.  But  if  the 
woman  wilfully  abandoned  her  place,  ran  riotous  rigs 
with  mean  adventurers,  the  position  of  martyr  could 
scarcely  be  maintained,  the  wanderer's  deeds  could 
not  be  hushed  up — she  would  become  an  outcast. 

This  was  the  picture  conjured  by  Leoline's  warning 
upon  the  mind's  eye  of  the  young  Princess.  She 
was  obliged  to  confess  with  bitterness  that  she  could 
discern  no  way  of  averting  a  catastrophe.  If  she 
might  see  her  mother,  surely  a  daughter's  tears  and 
arguments  and  entreaties  would  prevail.  But  visits, 
except  at  long  intervals,  were  sternly  interdicted  ; 
and  the  girl  felt  with  boiling  grief  that  each  step 
lower  on  her  mother's  part  was  a  triumph  to  her 
father;  that  the  more  besmirched  she  became  the 
more  bright  did  he  himself  appear ;  that  her  con- 
demnation was  his  acquittal.  There  was  no  use  in 
imploring  the  Prince  to  take  steps  in  order  to  prevent 
that  for  which  he  longed  ;   and  after  all,  advanced 
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as  matters  were,  what  could  be  accomplished  by  his 
interventiou  ?  On  her  side,  Caroline  was  little  likely 
to  obey.  The  Eegent  could  scarcely  be  ex^Dected  to 
say,  "  Yes,  you  are  a  black  sheep — a  querulous,  ill- 
mannered,  uncleanly,  abandoned  woman,  and  I  am 
a  sensitively  fastidious  man.  Yet  will  I  take  you 
to  my  arms,  and  wipe  away  the  mire  from  your  wool 
with  my  scented  cambric  pocket-handkerchief."  Such 
conduct  would  be  too  transcendently  sublime  for  a 
mere  mortal ;  for  was  she  not  the  symbol  of  his 
distresses,  the  cause  of  a  long  series  of  harassing 
vexations  ?  Poor  Charlotte  felt  in  an  uncertain  way 
that  it  was  her  place  to  do  something,  and  yet  her 
hands  were  tied.  What  could  she  possibly  do  ?  It 
was  some  consolation  to  think  that  time  must  elapse 
before  Caroline  could  carry  out  her  project.  Mean- 
while Charlotte  would  pray  that  her  mind  might  be 
changed,  and  would  look  out  for  an  opportunity  of 
expostulating  with  her  erring  parent. 
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CHAPTEK  III. 

THE    OPERA. 

Was  it  kind  of  Leo  to  add  gall  to  the  nauseous 
draught  which  the  young  heiress  to  the  throne  was 
called  upon  to  sip  daily  ?  It  pained  him  to  give  pain 
to  her ;  but  he  felt  the  urgent  necessity  of  doing  some- 
thing to  prevent  Caroline  from  leaving  England,  and 
naturally  turned  to  the  girl  who  could  be  so  sturdy  on 
her  own  behalf,  and  adjured  her  to  take  up  arms  tO' 
save  her  mother.  'Twas  virtuous  of  him  to  act  as  he 
did,  for,  from  his  point  of  view,  it  would  be  better  for 
the  Princess  to  go  abroad.  His  place  in  the  new 
menage  at  Conn  aught  House  was  no  more  agreeable 
than  in  the  old  one  at  Kensington.  He  was  twenty- 
two  now,  and  the  shady  company  who  ruled  the  roast 
were  repulsive  to  him  on  every  count.  He  made  no 
attempt  to  conceal  his  abhorrence  for  the  Comus  crew, 
and  they  retm-ned  his  dislike  with  compound  interest. 
Dissatisfied  with  his  present  and  his  future,  he  had 
wished  long  ago  for  an  excuse  to  leave  his  patroness,, 
but  as  she  sank  in  the  world  a  sense  of  grateful 
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loj'alty  retained  him  at  her  side,  and  rendered  a 
separation  more  difficult  of  accomplishment.  He  was 
uncertain  whether  to  be  thankful  or  not  for  her 
interference  at  Stratton-on-the-Fosse.  True,  she  had 
rescued  him  fi'om  the  blacksmith,  which  was  some- 
thing. But  then,  if  she  had  not  done  so,  he  would 
have  been  dead  ere  this — have  shuffled  off  a  coil 
which  was  unpleasant  wear.  The  falseness  of  his 
position  rankled  in  his  heart  and  chafed  his  proud 
and  sensitive  nature.  Since  it  was  evident  that  she 
never  would  take  steps  to  test  his  claims,  why  would  she 
not  call  him  Green  or  Gubbins,  and  permit  him  to 
forget  the  earldom  of  Northallerton  ?  The  more  he 
thought  it  over,  the  more  he  was  convinced  that  his 
mammy  had  been  the  victim  of  hallucination,  the 
more  anxious  he  grew  to  set  aside  foolish  aspirations 
which  were  never  to  be  realized.  Abigel  was  the  only 
person  who  troubled  herself  now  about  his  claims ; 
but  even  she,  while  appreciating  to  the  full  the  value 
of  a  seat  in  the  Upper  House,  admitted  that  his  desire 
to  carve  a  name  for  himself  was  fine  and  worthy 
of  admiration.  Dear,  pretty,  sympathetic  Abigel ! 
She  had  fled  away  fi'om  the  wicked  city,  and  Leo  was 
relieved  yet  saddened  ;  for  she  could  comprehend  his 
thoughts,  follow  his  train  of  reflection,  even  add  a 
tiny  pearl  of  her  own  sometimes  to  the  string  which 
he  was  threading.  The  hours  he  spent  with  her  were 
oases  in  a  bleak  existence.  The  future  was  like  a 
VOL.  n.  2G 
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long  dark  passage,  with  the  door  at  the  end  close  shut, 
against  which  he  was  doomed  alone  to  knock.  Better 
so.  Abigel  was  gone,  and  while  he  regretted  her 
absence  he  rejoiced  in  her  emancipation — her  return 
to  the  brawling  streams  and  soughing  woods  that  do 
not  batten  on  scandal  or  vilify  their  neighbours. 
There  was  nothing  to  be  gained  by  yearning  after 
the  maid  who  had  passed  out  of  his  life.  Why  should 
he  and  she  ever  meet  again?  There  was  nothing 
that  could  ever  take  him  back  to  Yorkshire;  there 
was  nothing  that  could  bring  her  back  to  town  after 
recent  bitter  experiences. 

No  ;  the  young  poet  was  determined  not  to  hanker 
after  the  impossible,  or  to  strive  to  force  that  door, 
but  to  be  content  with  the  contemplation  of  the  present. 
What  could  be  done  for  his  royal  mistress  ?  Ever 
since  the  departure  of  the  handsome  lazzaroni  the 
restlessness  of  Caroline  had  become  more  intense. 
The  elder  Sapios  and  other  cormorants  remained  to 
cheat  and  rob  her ;  but  it  was  less  pleasing  to  have 
her  pocket  picked  by  hags  and  ugly  old  men  than  by 
a  sighing  stripling  with  beautiful  eyes.  As  for  the 
Comus  cohort,  its  members  were  outrageously  rude, 
taking  an  ell  where  she  gave  an  inch,  behaving  with 
such  open  disrespect  as  to  raise  a  blush  of  mortifi- 
cation under  the  rouge  upon  her  cheek.  There  were 
moments  when  Leoline  felt  inclined,  calling  domestics 
to  his  aid,  to  eject  them  in  a  body  from  the  house  ; 
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but  then  Madam  Ambrosia  would  intervene,  bidding 
him  mind  his  business.  "It  is  no  use,  my  dear,'* 
she  would  remark,  "  to  confer  benefits  which  will  be 
resented.  Her  Eoyal  Highness  will  not  thank  you 
for  your  pains,  since  interference  from  subordinates 
would  be  a  tacit  reproach  to  her.  Eemember  the 
old  story  of  the  man  who  rescued  the  would-be  suicide, 
and  received  abuse  for  his  guerdon.  If  she  will  go  to 
the  dogs,  she  will.  As  for  me,  I'm  a  battered  old 
soldier  whom  it  would  be  hard  to  corrupt.  You,  on 
the  other  hand,  with  your  peach -like  pink  and  white 
complexion  and  golden  hair,  are  quite  too  good  for  our 
uncomely  globe.  But  take  the  old  soldier's  advice. 
Put  up  with  that  which  may  not  be  helped.  Eat  your 
bread  and  butter,  as  much  as  you  can  get,  and  look 
the  other  way  the  while."  Ambrosia's  counsel  was 
undeniably  wise.  Abby,  when  the  company  of  her 
protector  became  unendurable,  could  run  off  to  her 
great-aunt.  Leo  had  no  great-aunt  or  any  relation 
whatsoever  to  whom  to  run.  Were  he  to  vex  the 
Princess  she  might  give  him  his  conge,  and  what  then  ? 
How  was  he  to  earn  his  living  ?  His  strong  young 
stomach  was  seasoned  to  bad  food  and  worse  wine. 
Even  poets  must  eat  and  drink;  and  though  every 
one  declared  his  sonnets  to  be  vastly  sweet,  he  did  not 
see  his  way  as  yet  to  the  turning  of  them  into  guineas 
from  the  booksellers.  As  he  remarked  to  Charlotte, 
the  pursuit  of  literature  and  the  fine  arts,  in  their 
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higher  branches,  must  always  be,  save  in  rare  in- 
stances, a  labour  of  love.  Was  not  "  Paradise  Lost  " 
sold  for  fifteen  pounds  or  thereabouts  ? 

When,  revolted  by  the  desertion  of  her  party  and 
exclusion  from  Court  fetes,  and  panting  for  unchecked 
saturnalia,  Caroline  broached  the  subject  of  retirement 
from  England,  Leoline  felt,  with  a  heart-leap,  that  such 
an  arrangement  might  mean  for  him  rescue  from  the 
quagmire.  The  Princess,  he  thought,  was  too  fickle 
in  her  affections  to  be  attached  for  long  to  any  one, 
and  doubtless  would  be  glad  to  leave  her  page  at  home 
along  with  the  chairs  and  tables,  rather  than  drag 
about  a  youth  whose  tastes  were  so  different  from  her 
own,  whose  looks  were  big  with  silent  protest.  Since 
she  had  no  fault  to  find  with  him  she  could  hardly 
throw  him  over  altogether;  would  probably  make 
him  a  small  allowance  on  which  he  could  live  in 
company  with  the  Muses,  who  are  notoriously  small 
eaters.  But  then  his  better  nature  got  the  better 
of  this  first  throb  of  selfishness.  For  her  sake 
she  must  be  prevented  from  doing  that  whereby  he 
would  benefit.  Conscience  whispered  that  it  was 
incumbent  on  him,  in  return  for  many  kindnesses, 
to  combat  her  plan  to  the  utmost  extent  of  his  ability, 
since  it  would  be  sheer  madness  on  her  part  to  leave 
England  now.  Contrary  to  his  own  interests,  therefore, 
he  summoned  Charlotte  to  assist  in  the  work ;  but 
Charlotte  vowed  with  tears  that  she  was  powerless- 
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to  help,  and  the  pair  looked  about  in  vain  for  a 
friendly  obstacle  wherewith  to  stay  the  descending 
chariot  on  its  headlong  course. 

Her  Majesty  held  the  Drawing-rooms,  and  the  heiress 
presumptive  appeared  for  the  first  time  in  public,  and 
was  much  admired.  The  illustrious  guests  went 
everywhere  with  the  Prince  Kegent,  and  were  followed 
by  shouting  crowds.  The  ch'cle  of  distinguished 
visitors  was  usually  attended  by  him  w^ho  had  pulled 
the  strings  of  the  puppets,  and  who  now  held  the  post 
of  showman.  Every  one  agreed  that  my  lord  Castle- 
reagh  had  given  new  life  to  the  struggle  from  the 
period  of  his  accepting  office,  by  the  energy  which  had 
dii'ected  negotiations,  the  skill  which  had  arranged 
coalitions,  the  tact  that  had  suppressed  jealousies, 
the  judgment  which  had  suggested  plans.  He  took 
his  place  in  the  triumphal  march,  and  received  his 
share  of  plaudits.  Heavens !  what  a  mob  of  kings, 
and  princes,  and  generals !  and  how  they  were 
feted  on  all  sides  !  Oxford  gave  an  entertainment 
whose  magnificence  became  historical.  The  City 
followed  suit.  My  lady  Hertford  gave  a  gorgeous 
ball.  My  ladies  Salisbury  and  Buckinghamshire 
were  there,  and  all  the  elite,  but  no  Princess  of  Wales. 
Honest  Blucher  declared  that,  unconquered  by  the 
French,  he  was  falling  a  vanquished  victim  before  the 
bombardment  of  British  hospitality,  and  would  surely 
perish  of  indigestion.     Louis  the  obese  gave  dowdy 
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parties  in  a  dismal  den  in  South  Audley  Street,  and 
cynical  people  stared  with  wonder  at  the  sour  vulgar 
countenance  of  the  daughter  of  Marie  Antoinette. 
The  dandified  Alexander  was  declared  a  pretty  fellow. 
The  handsome  hoys  of  the  stupid  King  of  Prussia 
were  much  approved.  Everybody  was  delighted  with 
everybody,  even  with  the  Prince  of  Wales,  who  shared 
the  transient  popularity  enjoyed  by  his  glittering  guests. 
Caroline,  in  the  midst  of  all  the  junketing  from 
which  she  was  excluded,  had  much  mortification  to 
put  up  with,  but  this  last  item  was  the  heaviest 
burthen  of  all.  That  the  horrid  wigged  creature 
should  be  cheered,  actually  cheered,  instead  of  hooted 
as  heretofore,  was  wormwood  to  his  wife.  He  and 
the  glittering  throng  passed  from  ovation  to  ovation  ; 
she  was  as  if  dead  and  buried.  The  cleverly  arranged 
exclusion  from  the  Drawing-rooms  had  done  its  work. 
She  was  asked  nowhere.  Even  when  White's  took 
its  turn  to  give  a  ball  of  a  mixed  order,  the  cards 
were  sent  to  George  that  he  might  draw  out  the  list. 
It  was  necessary  to  prevent  a  repetition  of  that  affair 
of  the  masquerade,  and  his  Eoyal  Highness  took 
minute  precautions.  Day  after  day  the  Princess  of 
Wales  put  on  her  best  turban  and  front  of  glossiest 
curls,  and  sat  waiting  for  visits  from  the  royalties, 
and  every  evening  she  took  them  off  again  and 
pretended  not  to  care.  But  while  she  smiled  and 
revenged  herself  by  out-Heroding  Herod  at  the  evening 
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orgies  at  Bayswater,  her  heart  was  consumed  with 
rage,  her  feehngs  towards  her  daughter  changed  from 
indifference  to  enmity.  What  did  she  mean  by 
attending  granny's  Drawing-room,  and  daring  to  look 
pretty  in  white  crape  and  pearls,  while  mamma  was 
heaped  with  obloquy  ?  She  was  a  nasty  ungrateful 
slut  to  treat  her  mother  so,  and  that  she  should  have 
tumbled  down  and  hurt  her  knee,  and  be  thus  pre- 
vented from  dancing,  was  a  judgment  direct  from 
Heaven.  It  reached  her  ears  that  the  Emperor  of 
Kussia  had  actually  stepped  into  his  carriage  to  call 
at  Connaught  House,  when  he  was  stopj)ed  by  Lords 
Liverpool  and  Castlereagh.  It  was  too  bad.  She 
would  write  to  the  papers,  and  did  accordingly. 

The  Park  was  daily  crowded  by  a  brilliant  host. 
Kings,  emperors,  grandees,  drove  about  amid  a  multi- 
tude of  huzzaing  spectators.  The  beautiful  Duchess 
of  Oldenburg  attracted  great  attention  by  her  dress. 
The  Oldenburg  bonnet,  indeed,  became  the  rage.  It 
was  so  long  in  the  poke  and  so  high  in  the  crown  that 
Grimaldi  caricatured  it  on  the  stage  by  appearing  in 
a  coal-scuttle  with  a  chimney-pot  atop  of  it,  wreathed 
with  carrots.  The  English  ladies  were  equal  to  the 
occasion.  My  word,  what  dresses  !  Chaste  morning 
costume.  No.  I.  A  white  jaconet  muslin,  buttoned 
down  the  front  with  white  Eegency  buttons,  and  trim- 
ming formed  en  lozenge.  Handkerchief,  gloves,  and 
sandals  of  dragon-fly  green.     Eed  velvet  round  cap, 
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trimmed  with  white  fur,  a  rose  in  front.  No.  II. 
White  muslin  gown  made  with  epaulets,  a  military 
front  a  la  huzzar  in  cloth,  with  canonical  sleeves.  An 
English  mobcap  ornamented  with  a  rose.  Scarf  and 
shoes  of  celestial  blue.  No.  III.  A  three-quarter  pelisse 
of  orange  or  tawny  velvet  or  kerseymere,  trimmed  with 
lace  a  la  Vandyke,  An  Oliver  CromweU  tippet,  edged 
with  lace.  Wellington  cap,  same  colour  as  military 
front,  ornamented  with  long  drooping  ostrich  feather. 
White  kid  sandals  and  gloves.  These  fashionable 
costumes  were  invented  and  executed  by  the  ingenious 
Madam  Osgood,  the  well-known  modiste  of  Lower 
Brook  Street. 

Charlotte  was  permitted  to  drive  round  the  ring  in 
all  the  glory  of  a  new  carriage  and  a  new  frock, 
attended  by  the  objectionable  Orange  and  other  young 
gentlemen.  The  Princess  of  Wales  attempted  to  get 
up  a  demonstration  on  her  own  account,  since  she  was 
utterly  cast  aside ;  donned  a  startling  pelisse  of  scarlet 
velvet  and  ermine,  although  it  was  June,  with  an  eye 
to  picturesque  effect ;  but  was  ruthlessly  stopped  at 
the  Park  gates,  and  advised  to  continue  her  drive  in 
the  direction  of  Hamp stead  or  Highgate. 

In  her  seclusion  at  Brighton  Mrs.  Fitzherbert  read 
of  these  things,  and  was  sorry.  Although  you  may 
suffer  much  at  the  hands  of  a  woman ;  although  you 
may  look  on  her  with  justice  as  the  evil  genius  of 
your  life,  yet  it  becometh  not  a  man  to  descend  to 
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IDetty  vengeance.  Dear  Florizel  was  never  prone  to 
forgive,  and  his  loyal  Maria  sighed  as  she  put  down 
the  journal.  How  strange  it  was  in  one  so  amiable 
and  kind  !  But  are  we  not  all  made  up  of  paradox  ? 
and  is  not  an  unforgiving  nature  a  distinguishing 
trait  of  the  family  of  Guelph  ? 

Galled  and  smarting  under  the  series  of  petty 
slights,  Caroline  beat  about  for  a  means  of  becoming 
actively  unpleasant.  The  orgies  at  *'  Trou  Madame  " 
were  deprived  of  a  portion  of  their  charm,  in  that 
his  Koyal  Highness  would  not  condescend  to  notice 
them  in  any  way  whatever.  Fond  as  she  was  of 
pouring  out  her  sorrows  in  the  Morning  Chronicle,  she 
could  not  well  write,  "  I  am  domg  everything  that  is 
most  disreputable :  I  frequent  with  a  select  party  of 
low  men  a  secret  haunt  in  Bayswater.  It  is  impossible, 
in  outward  seeming  at  least,  for  any  married  woman 
to  be  more  abandoned,  and  I  am  driven  to  behave 
thus  by  the  horrid  conduct  of  my  husband."  Even 
she  could  feel  that  it  would  not  do  to  write  thus,  and 
she  was  gnawed  by  anger,  in  that  no  one  would  be 
troubled  to  take  offence  at  her  misdemeanours. 
This  rendered  her  more  anxious  than  ever  to  leave 
England,  more  rabid  to  seek  pastures  new  upon  the 
Continent.  Friends  accused  her  of  forcing  herself 
continually  on  the  public,  instead  of  maintaining  a 
dignified  reserve  like  the  ex-Empress  Josephine.  Dig- 
nified reserve  was  beyond  her  comprehension.     She 
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would  go  away,  but  ere  she  went  would  create 
another  scandal.  To  that  desirable  end  she  ordered 
a  new  sartorial  marvel,  as  decolletee  as  possible,  and 
a  leopard-skin  tippet  with  gold  tassels,  and  announced 
that  she  would  attend  the  Opera.  "  If  the  grandees  are 
not  civil  enough  to  visit  me,"  quoth  her  Eoyal  High- 
ness, "  why,  I  will  visit  them." 

During  the  Eegency,  the  Italian  Opera  in  the  Hay- 
market  was  an  institution  patronized  by  the  ton 
because  it  was  the  fashion,  not  because  they  liked  it. 
At  the  beginning  of  the  century,  it  was  impossible  to 
procure  a  seat  anywhere  in  the  house  without  a 
voucher  from  a  lady  patroness.  After  the  singing 
and  ballet  were  over,  a  collation  was  served,  and  a 
dance  given  in  the  upper  concert-room.  Thus  it  was 
a  sort  of  neutral  ground,  one  shade  less  exclusive  than 
Almack's,  but  far  above  the  ridotto  style  of  amuse- 
ment, of  which  we  have  seen  a  specimen.  But  at  the 
time  which  now  occupies  us,  stringent  rules  were  re- 
laxed. Tickets  could  be  bought  under  the  regime  of  Mr. 
Waters,  but  the  strictest  etiquette  was  still  enforced 
as  regards  costume,  a  gentleman  being  only  admitted 
in  white  silk  stockings,  buckles,  ruffles,  and  chajoeaii 
bras.  On  a  Drawing-room  day  ladies  would  appear 
in  their  Court  dresses,  and  a  fine  show  they  made — a 
parterre  of  high-born  beauty,  illumined  by  the  new 
light  which  was  beginning  to  shine  upon  the  town. 
In  1805  an  illuminating  power  was  tried  at  the  Lyceum, 
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called  gas,  but  was  flouted  by  the  scornful  public  as 
dangerous,  absurd,  and  stinking.  In  1813  it  was  tried 
again,  with  better  success ;  the  bridge  of  Westminster 
being  resj)lendent  with  yellow  jets ;  and  in  this  cur- 
rent year  of  1814  the  whole  of  Westminster  fell 
under  the  spell,  and  all  public  places  were  lighted 
with  the  mal-odorous  vapour.  When  I  say  lighted,  I 
am  open  to  correction,  for  passages  were  frequently 
found  in  darkness  when  they  ought  to  have  been  clear 
as  day,  owing  to  the  going  out  of  the  inflammable  air, 
whose  management  was  ill  understood.  One  lady 
wrote  to  the  papers  on  the  subject  (after  the  manner 
of  Caroline),  complaining  that  on  leaving  the  Opera 
she  was  constantly  tumbling  over  footmen  and  Bow 
Street  officers  in  the  dark,  while  street  sneaks  stole 
her  diamonds ;  and  all  because  they  would  try  silly 
experiments  with  a  fetid  folly,  instead  of  being  content, 
as  their  grandfathers  had  been,  with  sober  and  respect- 
able oil. 

Such  accidents  might  be  allowed  to  occur  on  ordi- 
nary days,  but  on  gala  nights  the  absurd  vapour 
gave  place  to  wax  candles,  and  the  place  was  really 
brilliant  with  the  mellowest  and  most  becoming  of 
illuminations. 

Many  considered  the  Italian  Opera  as  a  singular 
anomaly  in  England,  since  none  understood  the  lan- 
guage, and  nobody  could  hear  the  music  owing  to  the 
cackle   in  the  boxes.      Although  it   was   de  rigueur 
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to  pay  two  hundred  pounds  a  year  for  a  box,  no  lady  of 
fashion  would  dare  to  be  seen  in  it  for  the  first  six 
weeks  of  the  season.  Till  the  second  week  in  May 
the  box  was  lent  to  creditors  or  friends  of  the 
J'cmme  cle  chamhre,  who  sat  as  a  jury  on  untried 
dancers,  gravely  judging  of  rival  merits  in  the  per- 
formance of  the  pirouette.  During  these  early  weeks 
the  music  was  passibly  audible,  but  never  later ;  for 
the  fashionable  darlings  considered  it  sufficient  to  give 
their  applause  rather  than  their  attention,  shrieking 
out,  "  How  divine  !  "  or  "  Eeally  quite  charming  !  "  in 
intervals  of  conversational  clatter.  And  then  the 
noise  in  Fops'  Alley  was  of  a  bewildering  kind.  Fops' 
Alley  was  a  railed-off  passage  in  front  of  the  pit, 
where  dandies  elected  to  lounge  who  thought  their 
figures  showed  to  more  advantage  in  a  standing  than 
in  a  sitting  posture.  They  wagged  their  chapeaux 
bras,  and  dropped  their  canes,  and  hallooed  to  friends 
in  the  boxes,  thereby  becoming  a  greater  nuisance 
than  the  fops  of  an  earlier  time,  who  considered  it  the 
thing  to  occupy  chairs  upon  the  stage.  While  Cam- 
porese  or  Tramerani  or  Grassini  were  performing, 
dialogues  were  bawled  through  slamming  doors, 
wherein  Melton  Mowbray,  Miss  Kosa's  legs,  and 
the  House  of  Commons  were  mingled  in  delightful 
confusion.  Box  panels  were  ever  on  the  move,  for  it 
was  a  matter  of  prestige  in  a  modish  belle  to  be  con- 
stantly changing  her  company  and  bandying  shouted 
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gossip.  Fancy  the  feelings  of  the  lonely  Lady  Jane 
"svhen  she  perceives  the  opposite  recej)tion  ground 
inundated  ^vith  sparkling  beaux,  and  the  gaze  of  a 
scrutinizing  rival  levelled  in  triumph  through  a  glass. 
She  resolves  to  give  up  town,  cut  her  acquaintance, 
retire  to  a  cool  grot,  and  repent  of  her  many  sins. 
Then  comes  a  tap,  and  an  attractive  dandy  enters. 
Straightway  a  sullen  silence  gives  place  to  repartee, 
moody  scowls  to  sunny  smiles,  especially  if  the  Lady 
Susan  is  looking  this  way,  who  has  been  angling 
these  ten  weeks  with  shameless  perseverance  to 
catch  the  gold-fish  for  unmarriageable  Margaret. 

Let  me  consult  Madam  Osgood  yet  again  as  to 
fashionable  evening  attire. 

No.  I.  Robe  of  white  crape,  train  peppered  with 
roses.  White  shoes  with  diamond  rosettes.  Hair 
ad  lib.  Scarf  of  maiden  blush.  No.  II.  White  satin 
with  stomacher  front,  silver  lacing,  and  bunches  of 
tassels.  White  shoes  and  gloves.  Hair  dressed  in 
style  of  Charles  II.  No.  III.  An  Egyptian  robe  of 
peach-blossom,  evening-primrose  or  lilac,  shot  with 
day-primrose  colour.  Apron  sleeves  and  front  of 
crape,  en  suite,  trimmed  with  rose-buds  and  termi- 
nating in  silver  acorns.  White  satin  hat,  with  high 
Pwegency  plume  and  diamond  aigrette.  White  gloves 
and  shoes,  armlets  and  earrings  of  gold.  To  this 
ravishing  description.  Madam  Osgood  adds,  *'  Though 
hats  are  most  fashionable,  a  profusion  of  jewels  is 
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tasty  for  an  evening  soiree.  The  habiliments  of  ladies 
assume  the  most  splendid  appearance.  Everything 
that  is  superb,  rare,  and  expensive,  regardless  of 
style,  is  adapted  for  the  ornamentation  of  our  belles. 
Some  French  dresses  have  recently  been  imported, 
but  have  only  been  adopted  by  the  mattresses  a  danser, 
being  too  eccentric  for  English  fancies."  Dear 
Madam  Osgood ;  bless  her  memory !  eccentric  indeed ! 
How  about  the  Egyptian  robe  with  a  Eegency  hat  and 
feather  ? 

On  this  night  of  nights  no  one  has  eyes  for  any 
but  the  foreigners.  Brummel  himself  passes  un- 
noticed. But  then  he  languishes  under  a  cloud. 
Some  say  that  he's  played  so  wildly  of  late  that  a 
smash  is  imminent,  but  his  serene  face  is  too  well 
tutored  to  betray  secrets.  There  is  no  twitch  or 
ruffle  to  divulge  what  he  must  feel  on  being  rudely 
shouldered.  Folks  are  more  anxious  now  for  a  hair, 
from  the  tail  of  Platoffs  horse  than  a  nod  of  recogni- 
tion from  the  once  powerful  dictator.  Ah  well!  if 
every  cloud  has  a  silver  lining,  sure  every  earthly 
prize  has  its  alloy  of  dross.  The  beau,  as  faultlessly 
dressed  as  ever  in  buff  and  blue,  meets  Alvanley  in 
the  corridor,  and  asks  with  perfect  calm  if  his  royal 
master  has  yet  arrived. 

"  Why  ?  "  demands  his  friend. 

"  Because,"  returns  Brummel,  "  I'm  going  to  ask  a 
favour  for  the  first  time  in  my  life.     As  he  won't  let 
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me  into  Carlton  House,  I  must  meet  him  where 
I  can." 

"  Not  coin,  I  hope  ?  "  the  good-natured  Alvanley 
inquii'es. 

''Why  not?" 

"  Because  there's  none  ahout  at  present,  any  more 
than  in  the  good  old  days ;  and  if  there  was,  I  fear  the 
Eegent  would  not  lend  it.  You've  mortally  offended 
him." 

'"I  know  it;  hut  a  peevish  speech  in  a  moment  of 
annoyance '' 

"There  are  speeches  which  drop  out  hy  merest  acci- 
dent, and  which  yet  may  never  he  forgiven,"  returns 
Alvanley,  gravely.  ''I'd  lend  myself  with  pleasure,  if 
I  had  it,  hut  the  luck  has  heen  so  cursedly  against 
me,  that  the  knockers  have  had  to  he  taken  from  the 
doors  to  stop  the  rioting  of  duns." 

"  Then  you,  like  me,  have  got  through  the  money 
we  raised  along  with  "Worcester  ?  " 

"Yes.     It's  melted  somehow." 

"  Fancy  pulling  off  your  own  knocker  !  I  thought 
"'twas  some  drunken  frolic  of  belated  Corinthians." 

"Not  at  all,"  retorts  my  lord.  "lean  go  in  and 
out  by  an  exit  that  is  unknown  to  them,  and  now  that 
they  can  make  no  noise  they  may  cool  their  heels  upon 
my  doorstep  as  much  as  is  proper  for  their  health." 

Laughing,  the  two  friends  take  a  stroll  in  the  alley, 
where  beaux  are  awaiting  the  coming  of  the  royalties, 
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cocking  their  quizzing  glasses  at  every  arriving  fair, 
since  to  seem  blind  is  the  first  rule  of  dandyism. 
What  a  crush  and  what  a  hubbub !  At  the  lobby  door 
Molyneux  the  negro,  yelling  himself  hoarse,  is  selling 
tickets  for  Cribb's  approaching  benefit  at  the  Fives- 
courts.  Hard  by,  a  couple  of  gentlemen  are  wran- 
gling over  their  last  week's  account  at  Tattersall's. 
Lady  Anne  Wyndham,  in  extreme  undress,  flirts  in  a 
corner  with  Lord  Petersham.  Country  cousins  elbow 
their  way,  treading  on  tender  toes  as  they  stare  right 
and  left,  receiving  the  anathema  of  the  community. 
Yonder  comes  a  City  family,  who  have  penetrated  so 
far  westward  to  catch  a  glimpse  of  Eussia's  autocrat. 
Papa,  a  mean-looking  little  man,  in  a  new  snuff  colour, 
a  black  satin  vest,  and  Brutus  wig,  a  hat  stuck  like 
a  fowl's  gizzard  beneath  his  wing ;  mamma,  a  walk- 
ing Sun  Fire  Office,  all  gold  muslin,  sham  diamonds, 
beads,  tinsel,  tawdry;  a  pair  of  dusky  daughters 
shining  with  the  heat — their  heads  as  thick  with  roses 
as  if  Flora  herself  had  showered  them. 

"La,  pa!  Don't  pull  so,"  pants  one.  "Some- 
body's shoved  my  comb  out  of  my  hair,  and  torn  my 
new  lutestring." 

"Never  mind,"  grunts  papa,  "we're  rich  enough 
to  buy  more.  Wherever's  them  dratted  furriners  ? 
Warm  work,  sir,"  he  says,  mopping  himself  as  he  is 
pushed  against  the  beau.  "  Pray,  sir,  might  I  ask 
which  are  the  mounseers  ?  " 
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Brummel  looks  down  at  the  coarse  person  with 
raised  eyebrows,  and  says  nothing;  but  Lord  Alvanley 
informs  him  good-natm-edly  that  they  are  still  expected. 

*'You  have  before  you,  sir,"  he  adds,  laughing, 
*'  quite  as  important  an  individual  in  his  peculiar 
way.     This  is  George  Brummel." 

"Brummel!  Brummel!"  says  the  cit,  repeating 
the  name  to  himself.  "  Never  heard  of  him — unless — 
yes.  Aren't  you  the  gent  as  sang  such  a  capital  song 
the  other  night  ?  " 

The  well-trained  muscles  of  Alvanley  nearly  give 
way  at  the  idea  of  Brummel  singing  a  good  song 
in  City  society,  w^hile  the  great  George  himself  looks 
hurt,  in  that  his  fame  should  be  inclosed  wdthin  so 
small  a  circle. 

"  You  are  right,"  whispers  Alvanley,  while  his  eye 
twinkles.  "It  is  the  same  man,  but  he  is  shy  at 
receiving  compliments  in  public." 

''  Sir,"  says  the  cit,  bowing,  "  I  shall  be  happy  to 
see  you  at  my  snug  box  at  Clapham.  My  gals  are 
terrible  fond  of  music,  and  I  can  give  you  as  good  a 
bottle  of  port  as  any  of  your  fine  folk." 

Brummel's  grey  eyes  look  wicked,  and  he  is  about 
to  make  a  pert  rejoinder,  when  the  City  lady  ejacu- 
lates, "  Lawk  !  whom  have  we  here  ?  Sure  it's  Crazy 
Jane  without  her  clothes  !  And  what  a  lovely  youth 
with  golden  locks  !  " 

Beaux  and  belles  crush  respectfully  together  to  make 
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a  passage,  as  a  full-blown,  highly  painted  person 
waddles  forward,  a  mass  of  poppies  and  artificial 
wheat  scattered  on  her  brown  wig  in  grotesque  con- 
fusion. As  she  goes  by,  leaning  on  the  arm  of  him 
she  calls  Northallerton,  the  more  prudent  of  the  com- 
pany whisper  and  mutter  in  astonishment,  just  as 
birds  twitter  before  a  coming  thunderstorm. 

"  Gad's  my  life !  "  murmurs  Alvanley.  ''  The  Prin- 
cess in  the  field  again !  There'll  be  a  shindy  before 
the  evening's  over." 

"  Princess— what  Princess  ?  "  asks  the  cit.  "  That 
the  Princess  of  Wales?  Poor  woman!  I  wish, 
though,  she'd  cover  up  her  body !  " 

The  party  force  themselves  along,  heedless  of  exe- 
crations, to  have  a  good  look  at  the  martyr,  and  a 
highbred  old  gentleman  confronts  Brummel  with  an 
angry  mien. 

"You've  cheated  my  son,  sir,"  he  says  sternly. 
*'  Oh  !  you  may  listen,  my  lord  Alvanley,  for  you  are 
a  party  to  the  dirty  business.  You  two,  with  my  son, 
— a  nice  trio — raised  thirty  thousand  pounds  last 
week  on  your  joint  securities.  Worcester  has  made  a 
clean  breast  of  it.  You,  my  lord,  can  pay  at  least  the 
interest,  so  I've  nothing  to  say  on  that  score,  except 
to  express  contempt.  But  this  man  is  no  better  than 
a  swindler.  Deeply  involved,  without  a  guinea  in  the 
world,  he  joins  in  a  fishy  transaction,  knowing  that 
it  is  I  on  whom  the  loss  will  fall." 
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"  Your  Grace  presumes  upon  grey  hairs,"  stammers 
Alvanley  ;  "  witli  Worcester " 

"  Nay,  nay,"  rejoins  the  Duke  of  Beaufort, 
haughtily;  "I'll  have  no  fighting.  There's  enough 
harm  done.  I've  nothing  to  say  to  your  lordship, 
iind  neither  my  son  nor  I  will  go  out  with  this  low 
fellow.  I  give  you  notice,  Mr.  Brummel,  that  I  shall 
go  to  White's  to-morrow,  and  sit  there  all  day  for  the 
purpose  of  exposing  your  conduct  to  the  members.  I 
shall  tell  them  that  you  have  obtained  money  under 
false  pretences  from  the  Marquis  of  AVorcester,  that 
you  are  a  disgrace  to  society,  and  unfit  to  be  a  mem- 
ber of  that  club."  With  that  his  Grace  made  a  low 
bow,  and  disappeared  in  the  crowd. 

"The  man's  mad,"  ejaculated  Alvanley,  as  he  re- 
covered from  his  surprise.  "  Talks  of  fighting  to  me 
— me !  I'll  manage  to  meet  my  share  of  the  bill, 
some  day.  What  a  pother !  and  what  stuck-up  airs 
for  a  peer  who's  so  fond  of  the  Fancy.  Brummel, 
what's  the  matter  ?    Are  you  ill  ?  " 

The  unhappy  beau  had  turned  ghastly  white,  and 
was  leaning  for  support  against  the  wall.  Stroke 
after  stroke  of  disaster  was  falling  upon  Fortune's 
favourite.  The  parvenu  who  had  lorded  it  so  royally 
over  the  loftiest  was  ground  into  the  dust — compelled 
to  swallow  bitterness  down  to  the  lowest  dregs,  and 
by  a  lord  whom  he  contemned  because  he  dabbled  in 
pugilism  !     To  be  banished  from  Carlton  House  was 
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bad  enough,  but  to  be  held  up  to  scorn  in  the  temple 
where  he  had  reigned  was  a  direful  consummation. 
How  many  an  aspirant  had  made  his  way  in  con- 
sequence of  a  nod  from  Brummel  out  of  that  bow 
window !  How  many  nonentities  had  lolled  in  Lady 
Foley's  box,  had  picked  their  teeth  unchecked  in  her 
Grace  of  Eutland's,  because  Brummel  smiled  on 
them  !  How  many  a  debutant  had  kept  his  tilbury  for 
hours  in  front  of  White's  in  hopes  that  Brummel 
would  say  an  approving  word  of  his  new  horse  and 
dapper  groom  !  And  now  to  be  branded  there  as  a 
low  fellow  and  a  swindler  !  Verily,  it  was  time,  like 
a  hero  of  Greek  tragedy,  to  veil  the  head  and  welcome 
the  fatal  steel. 

"Play  has  been  my  ruin,"  he  wailed.  "And  I 
took  to  it  to  drown  disappointment.  I'm  done  for, 
Alvanley.  Are  you  superstitious?  I  am.  I  picked 
up  a  sixpence  one  day,  a  crooked  one  with  a  hole  in 
it,  and  kept  it  in  my  snuff-box.  That  evening  I  made 
the  acquaintance  of  the  Prince  of  Wales.  It  dropped 
out,  and  was  lost  somehow,  on  the  day  of  that  infernal 
masquerade.  My  luck's  gone  with  it,  and  I'm  done 
for." 

"  Nonsense !  "  cried  his  friend.  But  ere  he  could 
say  more,  there  was  a  stir  and  a  rush.  The  Eegent 
had  arrived  at  last,  with  all  his  distinguished  following. 

Brummel  set  his  teeth,  and  moved  forward,  hum- 
ming  a  light  air. 
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It  is  alarming  to  consider  how  soon  we  get  used  to 
being  humbled ;  how  quickly  we  rebound ;  how  soon 
the  sensitive  skin  grows  horny.  Jeremy  Diddler  felt 
the  first  rebuff  or  two  very  much,  no  doubt,  but  came 
at  last  to  be  amused  at  his  own  shifts — the  constant 
need  of  brain-racking  to  fight  the  hungry  wolf. 

With  an  expression  of  infantine  guilelessness,  the 
beau  advanced  towards  his  royal  master,  who  gave 
him  a  stony  glare,  as  if  he  existed  not,  and  turned  to 
converse  with  his  Prussian  Majesty. 

The  crowd  made  haste  to  take  their  places;  the  noise 
lulled  in  Fops'  Alley ;  the  censor  was  left  high  and  dry 
by  the  ebbing  wave,  and  stood  in  the  corridor  alone. 

"They  that  have  money,"  he  hummed,  to  keep 
himself  in  countenance,  "  are  troubled  about  it,  and 
they  that  have  none  are  troubled  without  it."  But 
what  was  the  use  of  keeping  up  appearances  when 
there  were  none  to  see?  A  roar  within  announced 
that  the  royalties  were  seated.  Should  the  arbiter 
take  his  place,  and  look  on  the  opera  for  the  last  time  ? 
Yes ;  for  the  last  time  !  The  sixpence  was  gone,  and 
so  was  his  luck.  He  was  completely  beggared,  and 
with  favour  had  lost  credit.  A  hundred  eyes  had 
seen  that  stony  glare.  Every  one  was  certain  now 
that  his  disgrace  was  irretrievable.  He  looked 
through  a  glass  panel  in  a  door  at  the  assemblage. 
How  careless  and  how  gay !  Who  cared  that  he  was 
drowning— at  the  last   gasp — close  by  ?    When  his 
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place  to-morrow  would  know  him  no  more,  who  of  all 
those  well-dressed  people  would  be  sorry  ?  Not  one» 
Like  the  cit,  they  would  murmur  his  name  as  though 
they  had  never  heard  it.  There  was  the  comrade  of 
old  times,  leaning  out  of  his  box,  clapping  Grassini 
with  both  podgy  hands.  What  could  he  see  in  the 
squat  songstress,  whose  waist  was  too  high  and  skirt 
too  short  ?  "  How  fat  he's  grown  !  "  mused  the  crest- 
fallen beau.  "  I  swear  he'll  have  apoplexy — such  an 
unpicturesque  conclusion !  I  wish  I'd  told  him  he 
was  fat;  it  would  have  rankled.  Who  made  that 
coat,  I  wonder?  Too  low  in  the  collar  by  half  an 
inch  ;  too  tight  under  the  arms,  hunching  the 
shoulders.  His  neck's  a  great  red  roll.  I  wonder 
if  he's  any  notion  what  he  looks  like  from  behind? 
Most  decidedly  a  sight  of  his  neck  would  finish  him. 
Some  time  he  will,  perhaps,  in  a  large  mirror.  Then 
we'll  cry  quits.  Aha !  he's  not  seen  her  yet.  She'll 
revenge  me,  that's  a  mercy." 

A  vision  of  how  the  reflection  of  his  back  would 
grieve  his  whilom  friend  some  day  quite  comforted 
the  beau,  and  he  was  turning  from  the  last  glimpse 
of  a  bright  world  he  would  look  upon  no  more,  when 
a  young  dandy  arrived  in  haste  who  had  lingered  too 
long  over  his  wine.  It  was  a  beardless  boy,  sprung 
from  nowhere  in  particular,  who  flushed  crimson 
when  the  great  man  addressed  'him.  Brummel 
noticed  t]ie  blush  with  misanthropical  amusements 
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It  was  the  last  sucli  compliment,  probably,  that  would 
ever  be  paid  to  him.  When  Eve  was  hunted  out  of 
Eden,  I  wonder  if  sufficient  presence  of  mind  remained 
to  her  to  pluck  fruits  and  blossoms  as  she  fled,  to  be 
treasured  up  as  specimens ;  or  was  she  too  much 
depressed  by  paucity  of  garments?  Had  she  lived 
under  the  Eegency  that  would  not  have  troubled  her. 
Did  she  filch  here  an  apple,  there  a  Brobdignagian 
peach,  to  show  to  little  Cain  as  a  relic  of  what  had 
been  ?  Or  did  the  angel  at  the  gate  officiate  as  an 
officer  of  customs,  and  search  her  ere  he  let  her  go  ? 
That  flush  of  pleasure  was  an  offering  on  the  altar  of 
vanity,  which  it  behoved  the  beau  to  cherish;  but 
then  he  reflected  that  the  lad  had  not  seen  that  stony 
glare,  or  would  have  shrunk  from  the  leper  like  the  rest. 

"  Mr.  Brown,"  said  the  beau,  offering  two  fingers, 
"I'm  vastly  pleased  to  see  you.  Excuse  me,  but 
nankeen  breeches  in  summer  are  preferable  to  cloth." 

"I  will  order  some  to-morrow,  sir;  a  thousand 
thanks,"  returned  the  youth. 

"  Some,  Mr.  Brown  !  "  echoed  Brummel,  sadly. 
"  Half  a  hundred,  maybe  ?    Millionaire  !  " 

"  My  name  is  Jones,  sir,"  murmured  the  diffident 
boy. 

*'  Ah,  Jones,  of  course.  A  fairy  spectacle  this. 
I  can't  stay,  unhappily;  forced  to  leave  town  at 
once." 

"  Unfortunate  indeed.     You  will  pardon  my  leaving 
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you  ?  "  said  the  young  man,  who  was  burning  to  look 
upon  that  which  the  critical  arbiter  deemed  a  fairy 
spectacle. 

"Good-bye.  Ah,  Brown — I  mean  Jones,"  cried 
Brummel,  with  a  red  spot  on  either  cheek-bone,  and 
a  spasmodic  assumption  of  jocosity,  "  I'm  so  careless 
— you  haven't  any  notes  about  you  that  you  could 
spare  for  a  few  days — you  who  can  order  some  nankeen 
breeches  ?  " 

"No,  I  haven't,"  returned  the  impatient  youth, 
wondering  at  such  a  speech  from  the  great  man,  and 
disturbed  by  a  hurricane  of  applause  within. 

"Jones,"  Brummel  said  again,  with  a  clutch  at 
the  departing  coat-tail,  "wait  one  moment.  You'll 
have  many  chances  of  coming  to  the  Opera.  I  am 
going  away." 

There  was  something  solemn  about  the  manner  in 
which  the  simple  words  were  said  that  arrested  the 
boy.     What  could  the  great  man  mean  ? 

Brummel  held  him,  with  a  sickly  attempt  at 
pleasantry.  "You  are  Dick  or  Tom  or  Harry,  no 
matter  which;  your  life's  beginning,  mine  is  done. 
Don't  you  owe  me  something,  you  rogue?  I  re- 
member you  now  perfectly.  Taken  with  your  face,  I 
offered  you  a  pinch  from  my  snuff-box  once,  and  my 
Lady  Salisbury  asked  you  to  her  rout." 

"  That's  so,"  replied  Mr.  Jones,  more  and  more 
astonished. 
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"  Yoli  look  on  me  with  reverence,  yet  I'm  but  a 
husk — hollow,  empty !  This  is  my  last  appearance 
in  the  world  where  I  was  supreme.  It'll  be  some- 
thing to  tell  your  grandchildren  that  you  were  the 
last  to  see  Brummel  in  his  war-paint — that  it  was 
thanks  to  your  kindness  that  he  was  able  to  escape. 
For  that's  what  it's  come  to,  Jones.  See  how  I  bare 
my  heart  to  a  stranger,  unlock  my  skeleton-cupboard  ! 
I'm  ruined,  there  ;  and  throw  myself  on  your  mercy — 
a  pitiable,  wretched  object.  There  are  reasons  why 
I  must  disappear  this  very  night,  and  I  haven't  so 
much  as  a  guinea  to  pay  post-horses  !  " 

Mr.  Jones  was  very  young,  and  his  heart  welled 
up  with  compassion;  so,  fumbling  in  the  pocket  of 
his  condemned  cloth  breeches,  he  produced  a  bit 
of  paper. 

''  You  distress  me,  sir,  exceedingly,"  he  stammered. 
^'All  I  have  about  me  is  this  fifty-pound  note.  I'm 
ashamed  it  should  be  such  a  trifle  ;  but — on  my 
^ord " 

"No  apologies  —  thanks.  God  bless  you,"  said 
Brummel,  hurriedly ;  and,  as  he  had  announced,  the 
meteor  disappeared  without  a  flash,  and  London 
knew  its  Arbiter  no  more.  So  departs  Beau  Brummel 
from  our  scene,  and  I'm  glad  it  should  be  so,  for 
his  subsequent  career  is  piteous  reading.  He  died 
by  half-inches — lived  for  many  years  at  Calais  and 
afterwards    at    Caen,    subsisting    on    crumbs    from 
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Alvanley  and  jovial  Frederick,  staunch  friends  wlio 
never  forgot  him.  Step  by  step  he  descended,  keep- 
ing up  as  long  as  he  could  a  ghostly  semblance  of 
his  former  self,  strutting  about  the  stony  streets 
of  small  French  towns  with  the  same  bend  of  back 
and  unexceptionable  exterior  as  London  had  striven 
to  imitate.  But  the  silver  spitting-dish  and  dressing- 
case  like  an  imperial,  the  primrose  gloves  and  black- 
ing at  five  shillings  a  bottle,  the  eau-de-cologne  and 
expensive  hairwash  and  ambrosial  wigs,  were  to  the 
poor  fellow  necessaries  of  existence.  It  is  so  easy 
to  frown  at  people's  oddities  when  they  are  out  of 
your  own  line,  and  vow  with  scorn  that  the  work- 
house is  their  proper  haven.  Your  sins,  good  sir, 
don't  happen  to  lie  in  that  direction — are  possibly, 
under  your  smug  exterior,  much  worse  than  his. 
Possibly,  oh  intensely  respectable  reader  of  this  book, 
you  may  harass  the  unfortunate,  be  harsh  with  the 
widow,  cruel  to  the  orphan  when  none  is  looking  on, 
and  yet  impress  the  public  with  your  unimpeachable 
respectability  by  help  of  a  speckless  suit  and  smoothly 
shaven  chin.  Scoff  at  the  poor  beau,  self-sufficient 
Britisher.  So  many  of  his  sins  lay  on  the  surface 
that,  although  no  better,  I  dare  say,  than  Brummel,. 
we  can  afford  to  tiptilt  our  noses.  If  sorely  whipped 
in  this  world,  in  the  next  shall  we  escape  the  lash  ? 
If  such  may  mercifully  be,  then  doth  the  beau  sleep 
his  long  sleep  in  peace;   for  never  was  sinner  on 
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earth  more  punished.  As  little  versed  in  the  manage- 
ment of  mone}^  as  his  royal  master,  he  got  into  deht, 
became  the  prey  of  bailiifs  and  virago  landladies. 
He  inked  his  stockings  to  mask  the  rents  in  his 
boots ;  -^-ith  his  o^^vn  old  and  gouty  fingers  patched 
his  ragged  coats;  combed  his  one  wig  till  it  fell  to 
pieces ;  was  locked  up  in  the  gaol  of  Caen  for  debt, 
with  murderers  whose  clanking  chains  kept  him 
awake  o'  nights  ;  suffered  at  intervals  from  absolute 
starvation,  and  gave  up  at  last  the  fruitless  struggle 
against  fate.  Before  his  spirit  escaped  its  prison- 
house,  he  to  whom  three  changes  of  linen  per  diem 
were  essential  became  a  grovelling,  filthy,  hideous 
wreck — so  foul  that  none  would  sit  in  the  room  with 
him, — and  died  at  last  in  a  madhouse,  a  raving  lunatic. 
Oh,  my  brethren,  shall  I  improve  this  tempting 
occasion  ?  No.  Being  of  the  male  sex  I  will  refrain, 
and  chant  a  requiem.  Without  birth  or  wealth, 
George  Brummel  established  himself  on  a  pinnacle 
of  fame — a  rickety  one  if  you  choose,  but  still  a 
pinnacle.  Instead  of  toiling,  shoulder  to  shoulder, 
on  the  usual  rugged  path  with  other  men,  he  chose 
a  light  and  amusing  mode  of  reaching  eminence. 
And  hath  he  not  counterparts  in  our  own  day  who 
do  the  same  and  escape  hooting  ?  Men  who,  with 
long  hair  and  curious  clothes  and  eccentric  affecta- 
tions and  arrangements  in  white  and  blue,  mark  the 
emptiness  of  their   skulls,  and  obtain  the  suffrages 
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of  the  public  because  in  their  frivolous  way  they 
raise  a  laugh.     They  are  butterflies  whom  it  is  not 
worth  while  placing  on  a  wheel — too  small  and  weak 
to  be  worth   crushing.     It  was  by  carrying  out  the 
great  axiom  that  if  you  have  sufficient  impudence  to 
brazen  it  out  the  world  will  accept  you  at  your  valua- 
tion, that  Brummel  reached  his  pinnacle.     Gifted  with 
many  showy,  useless  little  talents,  he  had  the  shrewd- 
ness to  perceive  that  insolence  glazed  with  a  thin 
veneer    of    humour  is  a  capital    stepping-stone    to 
notoriety,  and  also  that  the  vain  and  shallow-pated 
may  be  cowed  into  slavery  by  the  spur  of  sarcasm. 
He  never  was  a  toady — his  manner  to  the  Kegent  and 
to  Eobinson  was  just  the  same,  which  was  unlucky 
for  him,  seeing  that  one  of  the  two  could  resent  his 
peevish  petulance.     His  teachings,  if  conceited  and 
effeminate,  were  less  harmful  than  that  of  the  pre- 
ceding age,  which  gave  birth  to  rufflers  and  Mohocks. 
He  wore  the  bells  of  folly  more  than  the  brand  of 
vice,   and  was  really  a  valuable    reformer,   for  he 
taught  people   of    fashion  to   use   soap  and  water, 
compelled  lords  to  sit  in  their  carriages  instead  of 
on  the  coachbox,  taught  ingenuous  youth  that  with- 
out thrashing  old  men  they  might  be  valorous.     The 
habits  of  the  society  he  led  were  the  most  prodigal 
which  had  obtained  in  England   since  the  days  of 
Charles  the  Second,  and  in  the  matter  of  gambling 
and  show  his  slender  purse  was  unable  to  cope  with 
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great  fortunes.     He  reigned  in  the  gilded  if  not  the 
golden  age,  and  fell. 

It  is  a  whimsical  fact  that  hotli  the  hest-known 
stories  that  have  heen  handed  down  concerning  him 
are  apocryphal — the  anecdotes  of  "George,  ring 
the  hell,"  and  "Who's  your  fat  friend?"  There  are 
two  letters  existing  in  his  hand,  written  from  Caen, 
wherein  to  different  correspondents  he  repudiates 
them  hoth.  The  "  Eing  the  Bell "  story  is  on  the 
face  of  it  improhable.  Though  the  Prince  of  Wales 
was  unforgiving  when  regularly  roused,  he  was  too 
sweet  tempered  to  take  offence  at  trifles.  Once,  when 
the  Court  jester  said  something  unusually  imper- 
tinent, he  remarked  in  mild  reproof,  "  Had  we  not 
better  ring  for  Mr.  Brummel's  carriage  before  he  gets 
too  drunk  ? "  The  real  cause  of  the  rupture  was 
a  remark  about  Mrs.  Fitzherbert,  which  was  rendered 
all  the  more  exasperating  from  the  circumstance  that 
the  beau  at  the  time  had  professed  to  be  her  friend. 
But  enough  of  this.  The  orb  is  eclipsed.  The 
arbiter  has  faded  into  space — has  retired  into  limbo. 
Peace  be  to  the  ashes  of  the  fop-king.  E.I. P.  Exit 
Brummel  from  our  stage. 

While  we  are  peering  behind  the  veil,  and  moraliz- 
ing in  the  corridor,  an  interesting  scene  is  being 
enacted  in  the  auditorium. 

When  the  fallen  one  turned  from  the  hole  in  the 
partition  to  mulct  young  Mr.  Jones  of  his  fifty  pounds. 
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the  Eegent  was  applauding  the  Grassini — a  thickset 
diva  with  a  sharp,  unmelodious  soprano,  and  so  taste- 
less a  costume  as  to  resemble  a  strolling  actress 
equipped  at  Eagfair.  The  louder  she  howled  the 
more  she  was  applauded.  The  Eegent  vowed  she 
was  an  angel,  while  the  King  of  Prussia  growled  that 
she  was  a  brave  file.  But  her  roulades  were  brought 
to  an  abrupt  termination,  and  she  stood  on  the 
boards  shrugging  her  shoulders  and  laughing,  not 
knowing  what  to  do,  for  all  of  a  sudden  the  curtain 
of  an  upper  box  directly  opposite  the  royal  one  was 
drawn,  and  Crazy  Jane,  with  her  poppies  and  wheat- 
ears,  loomed  forth  upon  the  public.  The  Eegent  caught 
sight  of  her,  and  sat  aghast.  Was  this  nightmare  to 
haunt  him  for  ever  ?  Was  Banquo's  figure  continually 
to  pop  up  out  of  the  floor  ?  She  made  a  deep  curtsy 
to  the  Emperor  of  Eussia,  another  to  the  King  of 
Prussia,  two  slight  ones  to  Blucher  and  Hetmann 
Platoff,  who  stood  behind.  A  pause.  What  were  the 
foreigners  to  do  ?  Both  Eegent  and  Premier  had  ex- 
plained distinctly  that  no  notice  was  to  be  taken  of 
the  Princess,  and  the  visitors  had  given  way  to  the 
wishes  of  their  host.  But  if  she  stood  curtsying 
there  exactly  opposite,  with  fashionable  London  look- 
ing on,  it  surely  behoved  courteous  men  to  acknow- 
ledge a  lady's  salutation  ?  The  Prince  looked  black 
as  thunder,  and  glared,  as  if  as  to  say,  "  Eoyal  gentle- 
men, be  blind !"     So  they  gave  a  feeble  nod,  as  one 
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might  move  bis  neck  ^Yllose  stock  was  unreasonably 
tiglit.  But  her  Eoyal  Highness  was  not  to  be  beaten 
thus.  She  moved  the  curtain  with  a  rattle  of  rings 
to  draw  attention,  and  again  went  through  her  panto- 
mime. This  time  all  the  royal  heads  were  twisted  in 
the  direction  of  the  Grassini  with  desperate  attention, 
and  the  lady  might  have  been  foiled  but  for  the  zeal 
of  the  City  man  who  had  invited  the  beau  to  Clapham. 
Standing  up  on  his  seat  in  the  pit,  he  shouted  at  the 
top  of  his  voice,  while  his  daughters  pulled  him  by 
the  legs,  "  Ladies  and  gentlemen,  we  are  honoured 
here  to-night  by  the  presence  of  her  Eoyal  Highness 
the  Princess  of  Wales,  whom  God  bless  !  "  The  effect 
was  electrical.  More  than  half  the  house  turned  to 
the  upper  box,  some  because  they  really  believed  in 
the  lady's  woes,  others  out  of  mischief.  Then  arose  a 
general  cry  for  the  "  National  Anthem."  ''  God  Save 
the  King !  "  was  given  by  a  hundred  throats,  with 
excessive  applause  at  the  lines — 

"  Confound  their  politics, 
Frustrate  their  knavish  tricks  ; " 

and  the  wretched  Eegent,  tingling  all  over,  bowed  his 
acknowledgments  to  the  public  with  hand  on  heart 
and  eloquent  gestures  in  the  direction  of  his  guests. 
An  enthusiastic  denizen  of  another  upper  box  craned 
round  the  curtain,  and  cried,  "  The  compliment's  for 
yoiif  ma'am !  "  but  the  wily  martyr  sat  immovable. 
*' My  dear!"  she  croaked  in  a  loud  key  to  Leoline, 
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"  Punch's  wife  is  nobody  when  Punch  is  by  !  "     The 
hint  was  caught  up.     Three   cheers  were  called  for 
the  Princess  of  Wales,  while  some  one  yelled,  "  Why 
mayn't  she  go  to  Court  ?  "  And  some  one  else  added^ 
"  Why  isn't  she  sitting  between  the  foreigners  ?  "     It 
was  an  awful   moment;    the  Dreadful  Woman  was 
scoring  heavily,  for  cheer  rose   above  cheer  as   she 
grinned  and  kissed  her  hand.     There  is  no  knowing 
how  it  might  have  ended.    She  might  have  been  borne 
in  triumph,  and  set  in  the  place  of  honour  between 
their  Majesties,  when  her  spouse  would  certainly  have 
leapt  upon  the  stage  and  fled  by  the  singers'  door  ; 
but  that  catastrophe  was  averted  by  the  sudden  with- 
drawal of  another  curtain,  which  disclosed  another 
Princess,  who,  with  tears  pouring  down  her  cheeks, 
gazed  on  the  disgrace  of  both   her  parents.      Poor 
Charlotte  !     She  had  begged  so  hard  for  permission 
to  attend  this  gala,  promising  herself  such  pleasure 
from  the  innocent   amusement,   and   she   had  been 
allowed  to  have  her  way  on  the  condition  of  preserving 
an    incognita.     She   was    sharp   enough  to   see   her 
mother's  intention  of  humbling  the  Eegent  before  the 
potentates,  and  her  loyal  nature  burnt  with  resent- 
ment at  the  baseness  of  the  stratagem.    For,  after  all, 
he  was  the  King  of  England  in  all  but  name,  and  it 
was  shocking  to  see  him  thus  publicly  degraded  by 
his  wife  in  the  presence  of  brother  kings.     Stung  by 
extreme  emotion  and  pain,  she  drew  the  curtain,  half 
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unconsciously,  as  if  to  implore  lier  mother  in  dumb 
show,  and  unwittingly  turned  the  tide. 

All  eyes  were  focussed  on  the  sweet  girl  who  wept, 
and  a  murmur  went  the  round  of  the  assembly. 
Platoff  and  Blucher,  who  understood  no  English,  laid 
tlieii-  hands  upon  their  swords.  Who  was  it  that 
dared  to  make  lovely  woman  cry?  Off  with  their 
heads  !  A  handsome  officer  with  a  thoughtful  cast  of 
countenance  was  standing  behind  the  Eussian  Em- 
peror. An  arrow  went  straight  into  the  manly  bosom 
of  Leopold  of  Saxe-Coburg,  who  had  never  beheld  so 
distracting  a  vision.  Oh  for  permission  to  dry  those 
eyes — to  whisper,  "  Tell  me  the  cause  of  your  trouble, 
that  I  may  slay  him !  "  But  no  clash  of  steel  was 
needed,  no  armed  intervention  of  doughty  knight  with 
sword  and  buckler.  'Twas  the  audience  who  were 
sinning,  and  they  repented.  The  pitiful  ai)peal  of 
fastly  flowing  tears  brought  the  assembly  to  a  just 
sense  of  improper  conduct.  Father,  mother,  and 
child  stood,  as  it  were,  together  at  the  bar  of  a 
tribunal ;  and  people  (the  sober  ones  at  least)  felt  that 
it  was  a  case  to  be  tried  with  closed  doors,  not  before 
a  party  of  strangers.  So  there  was  a  general  hum  of 
contrition.  Three  more  cheers  for  the  heiress  pre- 
sumptive ;  and  then  every  one  sat  down  and  rubbed 
their  glasses,  and  called  on  the  performers  to  proceed. 

Neither  the  Grand  Signor  nor  his  guests  cared  to 
remain    after  the  unseemly  exhibition  of   feminine 
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craft  and  spite ;  for  there  was  no  knowing  but  what 
Crazy  Jane  would  get  up  between  the  acts  and 
harangue  the  audience.  My  lord  Osmington,  who 
could  not  be  unaware  of  the  growing  coolness  of  his 
master  towards  himself,  bustled  about  and  did  his 
best  to  create  a  diversion. 

"Sir,"  he  said,  "Molyneux  is  below.  Their  Im- 
perial and  Koyal  Highnesses,  maugre  the  victories  of 
their  arms,  have  never  beheld  a  display  of  English 
fisticuffs.  May  I  be  permitted  to  send  forthwith  to 
Mendoza  and  Ward  to  come  with  a  select  gathering  to 
my  poor  house,  where  supper  shall  be  served?" 

"A  capital  notion!"  acquiesced  the  Kegent. 
'*  Your  protege — what's  his  name  ? — might  show  them 
sport, — Cribb's  pupil.     See  to  it  at  once." 

"  Cy  is  gone  to  Yorkshire,  sir,  and  Cribb  with  him, 
to  train  for  the  coming  fight  with  the  Pink  of  Bow, 
the  contest  that  has  so  often  been  postponed.  But 
Kandal's  to  the  front,  and  others — Oliver,  Painter, 
Kichmond.  I  suppose,"  he  added,  waggishly,  "  that 
it  would  hardly  do  to  introduce  their  Highnesses  into 
the  Sluicery  ?  More  cosy  than  anything  this  hirsute 
Cossack  can  do  at  home,  I  warrant  ?  " 

"  No,  no ;  Osmington  House,  and  supper,  and  the 
sooner  the  better,"  replied  the  Eegent ;  ''  and  let  it  be 
respectable.  Put  some  one,  for  the  Lord's  sake,  to 
lock  that  woman  in  her  cage  while  we  pass  out,  or 
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she'll  insist  on  taking  my  arm !  Marshal  Blucher, 
I'm  sure,  would  appreciate  our  pugilists,  and  Platoff 
too.  Yes,  a  bout  with  gloves,  and  then  supper.  See 
to  it  by  all  means." 

Again  there  was  a  rush  to  the  round-room  to  see 
the  party  go,  and  Grassini  was  left  to  finish  to  none 
but  the  Princess.     Dandies,  oblivious  of  the  presence 
of  their  sisters  and  mothers,  armed  to  their  carriages 
the  ladies  to  whom  they  were  rather  married.     Not 
that  their  relations   cared.     On  the  contrary.  Lady 
Sarah  appraised  the  charms   of   her   brother's  last 
conquest    and  didn't  admire    his  taste,  though    her 
skin  did  look  whiter  for  the  black  gauze  dress  (mom*n- 
ing  for  a  defunct  reputation) — and  then  tripped  off  to 
her  innocent  dimity  bed  to  dream  of  conquests  of  her 
own.     But  ere  she  could  reach  it  there  was  much  to 
he   gone    through,  for  link-boys   were   hustling   and 
squabbhng  under  the  arcade,  coachmen  swearing,  foot- 
men elbowing,  horses  plunging,  panels  being  driven 
in.     The  confusion  was  greater,  the  lack  of  organiza- 
tion more   apparent,  even  than  usual ;   and  rather 
than  face  the  turmoil  the  timid  lingered  in  the  round- 
room,   wondering    why    the    face   of  Caroline,   who 
emerged  presently,  leaning  upon  the  arm  of  a  hand- 
some blue- eyed  youth,  should  be  so   convulsed  with 
passion.     She  had  missed  her  coup.     Charlotte,  the 
minx  and  marplot,  had  spoilt  a  promising  scene  by 
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inopportune  weeping ;  and  when  her  sportive  mamma 
wanted  to  skip  out  to  make  another  cheese  in  the 
passage,  the  key  had  unaccountably  got  turned  in  the 
door-lock,  and  it  was  ten  minutes  before  she  could 
come  forth. 
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CHAPTER  IV. 

CYRUS  GOES  INTO  TRAINING. 

The  forming  of  grand  resolves,  whereby  we  are  to 
cheerfully  resign  our  own  sparse  share  of  earthly 
sweets  for  the  benefit  of  another  grovelling  worm,  is 
an  exhilarating  occupation.  The  carrying  out  of  such 
resolutions  in  humdrum  daily  life  is  not  altogether  so 
dehghtful.  Butter  is  expensive,  say.  Dear  Johnny 
shall  have  our  share  and  welcome,  the  darling  child. 
For  a  day  or  two  we  enjoy  the  dryness  of  our  own 
crust,  are  charmed  with  the  difficulty  of  swallowing 
the  sharp  three-cornered  crumbs.  In  a  week  our 
throat  revolts  at  the  sandy  rhomboids.  Before  the 
month  is  out  we  are  scandalized  at  the  horrible  greedi- 
ness of  Johnny. 

On  the  tedious  journey  from  London  to  Yorkshire 
Miss  Eowe's  spirits  were  kept  up  by  a  contemplation 
of  the  extremely  unpleasant  time  she  was  going  to 
pass  at  Battle  Magna.  She  knew  that  grandaunt 
Pentecost  would  be  enraged  at  her  return,  would 
scold  severely  for  playing  a  game  so  ill.     With  such 
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chances  why  did  she  not  snap  up  a  millionaire,  a 
duke,  or  belted  earl — arrange  her  life  so  as  to  be 
an  assistance  to  her  relations  instead  of  an  incum- 
brance ?  Everything  that  could  be  done  for  a  damsel 
had  been  done.  She  was  mistress  of  deportment 
and  elegant  accomplishments,  possessed  trunkfuls  of 
purple  and  fine  linen,  but  instead  of  baiting  a  hook 
therewith,  wilfully  neglected  advantages,  and  came 
mewing  back  to  be  a  fardel.  Madam  Smalley  had 
always  been  cross  and  crabbed  ;  now  she  would  have 
a  genuine  cause  for  ill -temper,  and  was  likely  to  make- 
the  most  of  it.  Aggravated  and  ireful,  she  might 
even  reinaugurate  an  ancient  system  of  cuffs  and 
slaps  wherewith  the  horny-handed  lady  had  been  wont 
to  vex  the  flesh  of  evildoers.  So  much  the  better, 
Miss  Eowe  said  to  herself.  Each  pinch  would  be  a 
blossom  added  to  her  chaplet.  She  had  set  herself  a 
task,  an  all-engrossing  task,  for  the  benefit  of  one  for 
whom  she  felt  as  a  sister.  The  greater  the  difficulties 
and  pains  in  the  way  of  its  accomplishment  the  more 
valuable  the  ultimate  reward. 

But  she  found  the  return  to  Battle  Magna  even 
more  grievous  than  she  had  expected.  Years  of 
neglect  had  not  improved  the  condition  of  the  mansion. 
After  a  survey  of  the  rotting  stairs,  the  broken  windows, 
the  dilapidated  chambers,  a  chilly  remembrance  of 
the  cosy  rooms  at  Osmington  House  insisted  on  pro- 
truding itself;  the  pewter  teapot  would  sing  of  its 
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silver  brother,  the  coarse  loaf  would  whisjDer  of 
London  sally-lunns.  Madam  Pentecost,  too,  was  as 
little  improved  as  the  house.  Instead  of  scolding, 
pinching,  or  slapping,  she  received  her  grandniece 
with  complete  indifference  ;  glanced  up  from  the  great 
chair  by  the  fireside,  and  spreading  her  long  fingers  to 
the  warmth,  resumed  her  contemplation  of  the  embers. 
Increasing  age  seemed  to  have  frozen  her  blood 
bej'ond  the  power  of  thawing,  and  yet  she  consumed 
so  much  liquid  fire  that  she  should  have  been  warm 
within.  Constant  solitude  appeared  to  have  dried  up 
the  facult}'  of  speech,  for  the  housekeeper  rarely  spoke 
except  to  ask  for  brandy.  There  was  a  blight  on  the 
old  woman.  Under  her  breath,  as  she  crouched 
summer  and  winter  before  the  blaze,  you  might  detect 
a  mumbling  complaint  of  being  much  afflicted ;  and 
whenever  this  mumbling  assumed  coherent  form,  the 
small  rustic  who  was  the  only  servant  took  up  the 
cue  and  fetched  the  bottle  of  strong  waters. 

Abigel  was  astonished  and  strangely  chilled  by  her 
reception.  AYhat  was  abuse,  personal  violence,  to  such 
ghostly  companionship  as  this  ?  The  wind  moaned 
through  the  broken  lattices,  shook  the  tattered  window 
curtains,  which,  dust-grimed  and  cobweb-shrouded, 
swung  loosely  on  their  oaken  poles.  Birds  had  brought 
straw  and  twigs  into  the  tapestried  reception-rooms, 
had  built  nests  among  the  ornaments,  and  brought  up 
large  families  in  the  artificial  dusk,  and  flown  off  with 
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them  into  the  day.  In  the  dining-parlour  a  crow  had 
dropped  down  the  spacious  chimney,  and,  sick  or 
wounded,  had  died  and  rotted  on  the  hearth.  The 
few  domestics  and  garden-men  had  gone  away  long 
since,  complaining  of  never  heing  paid,  and  no  one  had 
troubled  to  replace  them.  The  roads  were  weedy,  the 
grass  grown  rank  and  tall;  and  in  course  of  time, 
as  was  inevitable,  the  place  was  declared  to  be  haunted 
by  phantoms  from  the  adjacent  abbey.  When  wind 
and  weather  obtain  the  mastery,  a  house  soon  falls  to 
ruin.  The  sliding  of  a  tile  leads  to  the  displacement 
of  another,  and  so  on. 

Madam  Smalley  fell  to  ruin  with  the  house.  She 
dwelt  in  one  chamber  in  the  south  tower,  and  rarely 
moved  out  of  it;  might  have  been  taken  for  one 
paralysed,  so  still  was  her  demeanour,  until  now  and 
again  the  contemplation  of  the  embers  conjured  some- 
thing terrible,  and  then  she  would  rise  and  pace  the 
creaking  floor  awhile,  and,  vowing  she  was  sore  afflicted, 
sink  down  again  and  call  for  a  dram  of  fire-water. 

Abigel  occupied  herself  for  a  few  days  in  constructing 
a  bower  from  the  debris.  Like  Alexander  Selkirk  on 
his  island,  she  had  to  build  a  house  for  herself,  and 
enlisted  the  small  rustic  in  the  capacity  of  Friday. 
She  laughed  at  the  idea  of  ghosts,  and  was  amused 
when  the  diminutive  satellite  declined  with  vehement 
horror  to  spend  anight  at  the  manor-house.  Daylight 
was  another  affair,  she  averred,  for  all  the  world  knows 
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that  ghosts  go  to  bed  at  cock-crow.  For  a  modest 
stipend  she  brought  the  milk  from  the  village  at  seven, 
and  remained  in  attendance  till  dusk.  If  Madam 
Smalley  chose  to  dance  sarabands  with  bogey  after  she 
was  gone,  that  was  her  business.  She,  the  round-eyed 
rustic,  was  of  opinion  that  Madam  Smalley  herself  left 
the  house  at  night,  whisked  off  for  a  gallop  upon  a 
broomstick ;  for  if  she  were  not  tired  out  by  secret 
exercise,  how  could  she  remain  motionless  for  so  many 
hours  at  a  stretch,  glued  to  that  ancient  chair  ? 

Pentecost  did  not  go  off  on  aerial  excursions,  Abigel 
became  assm'ed  of  that ;  for,  discovering  that  Madam 
Pentecost  desired  not  to  play  the  tyrant,  she  aired  her 
managing  proclivities  by  taking  possession  of  her 
aunt  and  tucking  her  between  the  sheets.  Lying 
awake  by  reason  of  the  weird  noises  caused  by  wind, 
she  could  hear  Madam  Pentecost's  uneasy  tossing, 
detect  scraps  of  broken  sentences,  to  which  she 
listened  eagerly.  There  could  be  no  doubt  that 
Madam  Pentecost  had  something  on  her  mind  which, 
with  the  decay  of  nature,  became  more  hard  to  carry ; 
and  miserable  as  she  could  not  help  feeling,  despite 
attempts  at  cheerfulness,  Abigel  was  certain  that,  if  pre- 
paring to  take  up  Leo's  cudgels,  she  had  done  the  right 
thing  in  returning  to  the  protection  of  Mrs.  Smalley. 
However  carefully  we  may  guard  our  lips,  he  wiiose 
eyes  and  ears  are  ever  on  the  alert  is  pretty  sure  to 
surprise  the  secret  which  is  known  to  be  locked  within. 
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If  there  was  no  secret,  why  this  constant  brooding,  this 
starting  up  for  fitful  walks,  this  clamouring  with 
parched  tongue  for  brandy  ?  Of  course  there  was  a 
secret,  with  an  accompanying  trail  of  remorse ;  and 
whom  could  it  concern,  if  not  the  fair-haired  Leoline  ? 
Miss  Eowe  set  herself  to  pump  her  aunt  about  the 
past,  but  speedily  abandoned  the  process ;  for  Madam 
Smalley  turned  upon  her  with  such  fierceness  as  she 
must  have  used  long  years  ago  to  terrify  that  world- 
worn  servant.  Little  inclined  as  she  was  to  conver- 
sation upon  any  subject,  the  past  was  a  sealed  volume, 
which  was  on  no  account  to  be  reopened. 

Certainly  the  life  that  Abigel  had  carved  for  herself 
was  not  a  cheerful  one.  The  dry  bread  was  grievously 
hard  to  swallow,  yet  she  strove  to  be  content,  and  to 
look  without  blenching  at  the  endless  vista  of  un- 
buttered  crusts.  But,  as  time  progressed,  it  became 
less  easy  to  do  so,  for  the  prospect  of  providing 
luxuries  for  Leoline  remained  as  remote  as  ever.  She 
made  efforts  to  recall  her  own  dead  mother's  gossip  ; 
but,  heedless  infant,  what  had  she  cared  then  for 
stories  of  defunct  Osmingtons  ?  Tales  of  Master 
Horner  and  clumsy  Jack  and  Jill  were  much  more 
entrancing  to  a  dawning  intellect.  A  hopeless  quest 
is  numbing  to  the  soul.  "  After  all,  why  delve  into  the 
matter  now  ?  "  Idleness  whispered.  If  Leoline  was 
indifferent,  why  should  she  care  ?  Why  sacrifice 
herself  upon  the  altar  of  a  young  man's  future,  who 
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was  really  nothing  to  lier  ?  Had  she  not,  for  good 
and  all,  separated  herself  from  the  butterflies  of  the 
Court  and  their  sinful  doings  ?  Thanks  to  her 
eloquence,  he  was  provided  for  after  a  fashion — there 
was  deei)  satisfaction  in  that — and  it  behoved  her,  as 
a  chaste  maiden,  to  think  of  him  no  more.  But  the 
mere  suggestion  plunged  daggers  into  the  breast  of 
Abigel.  What !  endure  this  dreary  existence  with- 
out an  object  ?  A  thousand  times,  no.  Madness 
would  supervene,  unless  she  applied  her  mind  to 
puzzle  something  out.  As  a  sister  she  was  interested 
in  Leoline,  partly  perhaps  on  account  of  the  romance 
that  hung  about  his  story.  She  was  Fate's  handmaid 
— a  tool  in  the  grasp  of  Destiny.  Who  was  she  to 
resist  the  unseen  power  and  lie  down  a  prey  to  sloth  ? 
Sure  a  task  should  be  the  more  absorbing  in  the 
increasing  ratio  of  its  difficulty.  And  yet  it  was 
hard  to  be  expected  to  make  bricks  without  straw. 
Have  we  not  all  been  sorry  for  the  classical  young 
ladies  who  were  condemned  to  pour  water  through  a 
sieve  ? 

In  the  first  place,  as  a  first  step  gn  the  road  to 
discovery,  it  was  essential  to  learn  more  about  the 
family  now  in  possession.  All  kinds  of  clues  might 
be  discovered  by  grubbing  among  the  family  papers. 
Old  stories  might  yet  live  in  the  village,  be  disinterred 
from  the  graves  of  memory.  Miss  Eowe  took  to 
\isiting   the   almshouse,  whose   inmates  pronounced 
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her  a  lovely  creature.  "  Was  it  her  fault,"  mumbled 
Betty  Higgs,  *'if  grandaunt  was  a  witch?"  The 
Stratton  almshouse  consisted  of  a  series  of  cells 
opening  on  a  central  hall  which  was  used  as  a 
common  sitting-room;  and  the  tidegates  of  re- 
miniscence being  opened,  unending  was  the  flow  of 
gabble.  Of  course  many  of  the  hags  had  known 
grandaunt  when  a  girl,  before  she  became  a  witch, 
and  were  conversant  with  details  of  her  history  of 
which  Pentecost  herself  had  never  heard.  Amazing 
tales  were  related  by  the  harridans,  who  had  always 
detested  Madam  Smalley  for  despising  them  as  dirt. 
Who  was  she,  the;^  wished  to  know,  to  be  contemp- 
tuous ?  They  were  honest  folk,  if  widows  of  labourers ; 
dragons  of  aggressive  virtue.  It  wasn't  their  place 
to  judge  their  betters — no  indeed, — and  if  lords  took 
fancies  to  waiting- women,  who  should  gainsay  their 
fancy  ?  When  Lady  Olivia  died,  sweet  soul,  Madam 
Smalley  was  very  fine  ;  she  took  things  with  a  high 
hand.  'Twas  whispered,  indeed,  that  the  Lady  Olivia 
was  dreadful  twittery,  nervous,  and  sensitive  and 
sich-like,  and  had  died  of  Madam  Smalley. 

*'How  could  that  be,  since  'twas  known  she  died  in 
childbed  of  the  present  lord  ?  "  snapped  one. 

"Ah  well!  never  mind!"  returned  another,  with 
blinks  of  portentous  moment.  She  knew  what  she 
knew,  and  if  other  people  hadn't  eyes  in  their  heads, 
worse  luck  for  being  moles. 
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Abigel  had  much  difficulty  in  sifting  grain  from  cliaff. 
She  took  long  ^'alks  in  the  high  woods,  sat  dreaming 
in  the  many  temples,  looking  down  on  the  neglected 
pleasannce  where  the  reflections  of  the  statues  in  the 
ponds  were  broken  by  leaping  fish.  It  seemed  that 
grandaunt  Pentecost  was  more  closely  connected  with 
the  Osmmgtons'  interest  than  she  supposed.  Hence 
her  loyalty  in  keeping  the  secret,  whatever  it  might 
be ;  hence  the  chronic  state  of  lockjaw  which  she 
chose  to  endure  till  death,  for  the  sake  of  the  family 
she  idolized.  The  tapestried  reception-room  had 
been  splendidly  furnished  by  the  Lady  Selina  when, 
the  fugitive  having  been  declared  to  have  died  child- 
less, she  inherited  the  Northallerton  estates.  Her 
husband,  Lord  Holies  of  the  Vine  (who,  it  will  be 
remembered,  in  consequence  of  accession  of  wealth 
was  created  first  Lord  Osmington),  had  an  elegant 
taste  in  furniture,  and  spent  some  of  his  wife's  money 
in  Italian  cassones,  casasedias,  cabinets ;  in  sculptured 
hahuts  bearing  the  mark  of  Diana  of  Poictiers,  the 
cj])h.ev  of  Ninon  de  I'Enclos.  Beautiful  as  were 
these  objects,  they  were  also  strong,  capable  of 
resisting  the  encroachments  of  wind  and  weather — 
standing  monuments  of  excellent  workmanship,  which 
would  have  fallen  under  the  hammer  twenty  years  ago 
if  Vere,  the  present  lord,  had  had  the  smallest  notion 
of  their  value.  As  we  know,  he  never  came  to  Battle 
Magna  if  he  could  help  it,  for  even  his  seared  eon- 
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science  was  pricked  by  the  sight  of  the  reproachful 
stumps  of  the  grand  trees  that  had  fallen  by  his  order. 
Besides,  the  prevailing  mode  was  in  favour  of  spindle- 
shanked  chairs  and  tables,  gaunt  cupboards  like  coffins 
on  stilts ;  and  Ildefonza  and  Pepita  preferred  goods 
that  could  be  carried  in  the  pocket  to  collections 
of  old-fashioned  and  cumbrous  furniture.  The  gipsy 
element  in  the  nature  of  Miss  Eowe  had  been  much 
tempered  by  her  education.  Instead  of  tearing  off  into 
the  fields,  squatting  under  the  hedges  as  the  acme  of 
supreme  delight,  she  could  take  interest  now  in  the 
details  of  the  old  manor-house,  dream  over  its  historic 
associations,  repeople  its  balconies  and  terraces  with 
sweeping  belles  in  hoop  or  farthingale.  It  hurt  her  to 
mark  the  condition  of  the  saloons,  the  neglected  state  of 
the  cabinets  and  cupboards.  She  rubbed  them  tenderly 
with  a  cloth,  wondered  what  they  might  contain. 
I  am  afraid,  indeed,  that  she  did  her  best  to  force  the 
doors,  but  without  avail.  The  keys  were  hanging  in 
my  lord's  room  at  Osmington  House ;  she  remembered 
looking  curiously  at  them  ;  and  the  exquisite  cabinet- 
making  of  the  period  was  capable  of  stout  resistance. 
Not  one  of  them  would  yield  to  persuasive  touches ; 
but  in  a  box,  known  as  Lady  Olivia's  chest,  she  found 
a  little  book  which  turned  out  to  be  a  diary.  The 
Lady  Olivia's  diary !  Here  was  a  treasure !  With 
palpitating  bosom  Abigel  seized  a  hat  and  rushed  off 
to  her  favourite  temple,  overlooking  the  pleasaunee. 
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The  writing  was  crabbed,  and  the  paper  damp,  the  ink 
faded.  After  poring  over  its  contents  till  her  eyes 
swam,  she  laid  doAvn  the  book  with  a  sigh,  and 
meditated  on  the  all-absorbing  topic. 

By  fitting  two  and  two  together,  something  was 
gained.  That  was  a  comfort.  Something  not  vitally 
important  to  Leoline,  perhaps ;  yet  was  it  encouraging, 
and  not  devoid  of  value.  She  knew  now,  or  thought 
she  knew,  that  grandaunt  Pentecost,  born  on  the 
estate  where  she  w^as  to  live  and  die,  had  entered  the 
service  of  the  Lady  Selina  as  a  child-maid  or  species 
of  favourite  ;  that  she  was  ten  years  old  or  there- 
abouts when  Lord  Archibald's  brother  vanished  in 
1745.  She  gathered  that  this  maid,  six  or  seven  years 
his  senior,  had  been  companion-romp  and  playmate 
to  Lady  Selina's  son,  George,  the  second  lord,  w4io 
married  Olivia  Staples  ;  that  she  was  more  friend 
than  servant ;  that  at  the  death  of  Olivia  she  had 
ruled  the  household  as  housekeeper,  and  had  been 
suspected  of  occupying  a  tenderer  place  under  the 
roof  of  this  second  lord;  that,  at  any  rate,  she  had 
been  party  to  his  acts,  faithfully  occupying  the  post  of 
second  mother  to  Vere,  the  present  scapegrace.  Abigel 
could  learn  nothing  of  the  vanished  brother  except 
that  Archibald  disliked  him,  was  indifferent  to  his 
disappearance ;  that  a  veil  was  cast  over  his  fate. 
"V\Tien  spoken  of,  it  was  as  James  Christopher  Jervois, 
of  Broagh  in  Ireland,  as  though  he  were  master  of 
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Irish  estates — squire,  head  of  an  illustrious  Irish 
branch,  instead  of  being  an  outlaw  deserted  by  his 
family,  an  outcast  who  ate  the  bread  of  strangers  as 
a  humble  factor  and  dependent.  She  gathered — and 
this  cast  a  new  glimmer  over  the  darkness — that 
Olivia  Stai^les,  second  Lady  Osmington,  was  always 
haunted  by  a  notion  that  the  fugitive  had  not  pre- 
deceased his  son ;  that  the  boy  he  was  known  to  have 
possessed  had  not  succumbed  in  infancy  to  smallpox. 
She  was  for  ever  harping  on  the  subject  in  her  journal, 
stating  that  she  had  made  such  researches  as  her 
husband's  opposition  would  permit,  and  that  before 
she  died  in  her  confinement  (as  she  felt  a  presentiment 
she  would),  a  promise  should  be  wrung  from  my  lord 
that  he  would  set  afoot  serious  inquiries.  She  wrote 
of  a  memorial  tablet  whereon  certain  facts  were 
graven,  and  was  even  cognizant  of  the  name  of  the 
son  ;  but — oh,  how  provoking  was  this  ! — she  spoke  of 
the  monument  as  of  something  familiar  to  all,  and 
the  one  place  where  the  son's  name  was  mentioned 
in  the  diary  was  blurred  and  spotted  by  the  damp  ! 
What  monument  ?  whose  monument  ?  There  was 
nothing  of  the  kind  in  Kipon  Minster  or  Stratton 
village  church.  And  yet,  where  else  could  a  monu- 
ment have  been  placed  ?  and  to  whom  could  it  have 
been  erected  ?  Shadowy  as  was  the  information 
garnered,  it  struck  Abigel's  mind  with  a  firm  con- 
viction, unalterable  henceforth,  that  something  had 
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been  carefully  concealed,  destroyed  perhaps,  by  George, 
the  second  lord  (probably  with  the  assistance  of  his 
mistress,  Pentecost),  whereby  the  estates  were  secured 
to  his  own  son  to  the  detriment  of  the  offspring  of 
James  Christopher  of  Broagh.     If  the  boy  had  really 
succumbed  to  smallpox,  w^hy  take  the  trouble  to  con- 
ceal or  destroy  whatever  it  was  that  had  been  destroyed 
or   concealed  ?     And   Pentecost's   behaviour — was   it 
caused  by  remorse  for  the  doing  of  something  that 
might  not  be  undone,  or  were  her  good  and  evil  angels 
battling  over  her  soul,  striving  to  settle  by  force  of 
arms  whether  she  should  confess  or  not  ?     If  only 
there  were  some  means  of  making  her  speak !  if  there 
was  only  some  trap  into  which  she  might  be  decoyed, 
to  force  open  those  tight-set  lips  !     And  yet,  as  things 
were,  her  participation  in  any  fraudulent  action  was 
mere  hypothesis ;  that  anything  fraudulent  had  been 
perpetrated  at  all  was  pure  surmise,  based   on  the 
haziest  premises.     Abigel  racked  her  brain.     If  any- 
thing shady  had  been  done,  did  Vere,  the  present  lord, 
know  aught  of  it  ?     Certainly.     Hence  his  treatment 
of  Leoline,  whom  he  had  deliberately  placed  in  such 
a  position  as  would  deprive  him  of  education,  and  pre- 
vent him  from  making  moneyed  friends  who  might 
assist  in  pushing  his  claim.   A  clumsy,  unskilled  black- 
smith could  not  even  earn  his  living,  much  less  lay  by 
a  store.     It  was  very  clever  to  have  apprenticed  the 
child  to  a  calling  in  which  he  would  never  excel ;  and 
VOL.  n.  29 
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what  a  marvellous  thing  it  was  that  he  should 
have  been  miraculously  rescued  from  his  taskmaster 
through  the  instrumentality  of  a  humble  girl ! 

The  finger  of  Heaven  seemed  visible  in  this,  and  yet 
how  inscrutable  its  decrees  !  Nothing  had  come  of 
Leo's  emancipation  from  servitude.  Was  it  reserved 
for  the  girl  who  had  moved  the  stone  to  roll  it  to  the 
hill-top  alone,  with  unaided,  puny  strength  ?  It  ap- 
peared so.  Abigel  felt  a  thrill  of  joy  in  the  conviction 
that  her  oddly  ordered  life  was  not  to  be  a  useless  one. 
In  the  hot  enthusiasm  of  a  first  success  she  blessed 
the  unbuttered  bread  and  swallowed  the  hard  pellets 
with  delight.  In  the  box  containing  Olivia's  dusty 
papers  might  there  lurk  something  of  real  importance  ? 
That  was  hardly  to  be  hoped,  for,  as  she  knew,  the 
chest  had  lain  in  the  library  for  years  unlocked,  for 
inquisitive  rats  to  pry  into.  But  Vere  was  so  very 
careless.  When  the  Princess  of  Wales  carried  off  the 
'prentice  he  had  made  no  effort  to  reclaim  him ;  had 
contented  himself  with  storming  at  the  blacksmith, 
Kimpton — a  whirlwind  of  empty  wrath,  forgotten  as 
soon  as  over.  What  did  this  show  ?  That  the  thing, 
Avhatever  it  was,  had  been  destroyed,  not  concealed, 
and  that  he  felt  himself  to  be  secure.  Why  then 
have  concerned  himself  about  the  lad  at  all  ?  Why 
idly  grind  his  teeth  and  glare,  as  he  had  often  done 
in  London,  to  Miss  Eowe's  amusement  ?  Perhaps  he 
hated  him,  knowing  that  he  had  been  wronged ;  but 
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feared  him  not,  knowing  himself  to  be  safe.  That 
must  be  the  solution  of  the  enigma,  Abigel  concluded 
Avith  a  sigh.  The  words  of  mammy  on  her  deathbed 
in  the  barn  were  fraught  with  prophetic  truth. 
"  Before  God  you  are  the  earl,  before  man  you'll 
never  be  ! "  Alas,  alas  !  was  the  case  hopeless  ? 
Surely  not.  At  any  rate,  the  goal  was  worth  trying 
for,  and  Miss  Kowe,  who  but  for  this  would  have  been 
utterly  devoid  of  occupation,  resolved  not  to  be  dis- 
couraged till  every  stone  had  been  turned.  There  was 
plenty  of  time,  too  much  time.  She  promised  herself 
some  of  these  days  to  examine  Lady  Olivia's  box  in 
detail,  meanwhile  it  would  be  well  to  study  the  diary 
with  care.  Have  not  wise  men  di'agged  whole  his- 
tories, by  dint  of  perseverance,  out  of  scraps  of  ragged 
papyrus  ?  This  diary  should  be  submitted  to  minute 
scrutiny.  It  was  just  like  the  envious  damp  to  have 
obliterated  important  paragraphs ! 

A  ray  of  sunshine  fell  on  monotonous  existence 
at  Battle  Magna :  Cyrus  came  down — dear  stalwart, 
kindly  cousin  Cyrus ;  and  Abigel's  heart  told  her,  as 
she  surveyed  his  honest  face  and  well-knit  propor- 
tions, that  she  was  very  glad  to  see  him.  Since  the 
veneer  of  fine-ladyism  had  been  sponged  away,  she 
felt  somehow  much  nearer  to  cousin  Cyrus  than  when 
gi-aciously  permitting  his  escort  to  or  from  a  rout, 
and  was  sui'prised  to  find  how  welcome  his  presence 
was.     Of  course  she  was  vowed  to  perpetual  maiden- 
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hoed,  and  must  see  that  he  dropped  no  more  such 
hints  as  in  London  had  roused  her  laughter.  But 
that  was  no  reason  why  she  should  not  be  delighted 
to  see  her  cousin.  The  heartiness  of  her  greeting 
flooded  his  soul  with  light. 

"  Abby,  my  bird,"  he  cried,  as  he  clasped  her  in 
his  arms,  *'  you  are  really  pleased  that  I  am  come  ?' 
Bless  thee  for  that,  my  pet.  Give  a  friendly  hand^ 
then,  to  my  master." 

Cyrus  was  not  so  respectful  as  he  was  wont  to  be. 
She  had  abandoned  high  life,  had  descended  again  to 
his  level ;  and  he  fell,  quite  naturally,  into  the  old 
groove.  His  speech  recalled  the  damsel  to  a  sense  of 
decorum,  and  awakened  at  the  same  time  a  girlish 
spirit  of  coquetry.  She  was  not  going  to  allow  Mr. 
Smalley  to  take  possession  of  her  in  this  free  and 
easy  way.  What  assurance  !  He  must  be  put  down, 
or  who  might  tell  what  he  would  venture  next  ?  No  ; 
she  refused  point-blank  to  give  a  friendly  hand  to  his 
master.  By  the  side  of  Cyrus  was  the  thickset,  burly 
figure  of  Mr.  Thomas  Cribb,  who  grinned  like  a  bene- 
ficent grampus,  and  protruded  a  gigantic  mawley. 
For  the  moment  Abigel  had  forgotten  Cy's  profession, 
but  the  presence  of  the  Champion  of  England  recalled 
it  to  her  displeased  remembrance. 

Mr.  Cribb  was  i^leasant  enough  to  look  at,  although 
the  young  lady  chose  to  fro^vn  on  him — very  smart, 
as  fresh  as  a  large  daisy,  clad  in  a  light-hued  cut-away 
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which  set  off  to  advantage  the  proportions  of  his 
sixteen  stone.  From  a  spotless  calimanco  vest 
depended  a  thick  gold  chain,  with  half  a  dozen  seals 
that  chinked  and  swung  over  his  buckskin  breeches. 
His  white  hat  was  broad-brimmed,  with  a  bell  crown 
and  blue  band,  and  he  wore  it  jauntily,  the  least  little 
bit  aslant,  in  respectful  imitation  of  the  disgraced 
censor.  A  fine-looking  man  the  Champion  of  Eng- 
land, as  many  a  buxom  matron  thought  as  she  sighed 
to  change  her  name. 

But  Miss  Abby  was  not  to  be  captivated  by  such 
homely  allm'ements  as  the  Champion  was  able  to  hold 
out.  She  returned  his  grins  with  sniffs,  and  observed 
sharply — 

"  AVhat  are  you  here  for?  To  teach  the  chaw- 
bacons  to  black  each  other's  eyes  ?  There  are  dozens 
of  boxers  all  over  Yorkshire  who've  already  learned 
the  accomphshment,  and  might  haply  even  overthrow 
your  worship." 

"No  fear,  miss,"  laughed  the  Champion.  "We 
ain't  afraid  of  'em;  though  we've  neither  time  nor 
inclination  to  tackle  'em  at  present ;  not  but  what  I 
Bnd  Cyrus  may  come  a  tour  some  day  and  show  'em 
what  we're  made  of.  But  he's  got  his  spurs  to  win 
first,  and  we've  come  down  to  train.  That  set-to  on 
yom-  account,  miss,  settled  that  it  was  to  be  ;  but 
sarcumstances  postponed  the  day.  The  Sprig  and 
the  Pink  are  to  have  it  out,  once  and  for  all ;  there've 
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been  too  many  idle  cat-scratchings  between  'em.  So 
we're  here  on  the  quiet  just  for  a  month  or  two,  by 
my  lord's  wish,  and  shall  be  truly  grateful  for  ladies* 
society  in  the  intervals  of  attention  to  business." 

This  was  very  neat  on  the  part  of  Mr.  Cribb,  and 
he  accentuated  the  gallantry  of  allowing' pleasure  to 
combine  with  business  by  spreading  one  mawley  on 
his  waistcoat  and  kissing  the  fingers  of  the  other. 
Although  Champion  of  England,  Mr.  Cribb  was  a 
mortal.  He  liked  pretty  girls  when  they  were  not  in 
the  way,  and  could  indulge  in  elephantine  flirtations 
when  not  himself  in  training.  When  he  beheld  the 
state  of  the  manor-house  he  gave  a  low  whistle ;  and 
when  the  uncomely  chatelaine  thereof  was  presented 
to  his  view,  he  took  up  bag  and  baggage  and  departed 
promptly  for  the  village  inn,  bidding  his  pupil  follow 
X^resently  to  enter  on  his  stern  regime. 

That  affair  on  the  pavement  outside  Wattier's,  as 
Cribb  explained,  settled  the  question  as  to  the  neces- 
sity of  another  serious  set-to  between  the  young  rivals. 
Mendoza,  when  he  heard  of  it  and  of  how  badly  the 
Sprig  had  held  his  own,  went  about  loudly  declaring, 
that  the  Pugilistic  Club  ought  to  take  up  the  matter, 
and  investigate  the  questionable  details  of  that  earlier 
fight,  asserting  that  he  had  got  a  little  the  best  of  it 
on  that  occasion  by  accident  alone.  This,  of  course,, 
roused  Cribb  in  defence  of  the  Bristol  style,  and  the 
honour  of  himself  and  pupils.    A  meeting  of  the 
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Fancy  was  called  at  the  Fives-court.  Caleb  Bann 
formally  challenged  Smalley  to  fight  him  within  three 
months,  whereupon  Cyrus  threw  up  his  hat  in  token 
that  he  accepted  the  challenge.  But  circumstances 
rendered  it  necessary  to  postpone  the  encounter.  Lord 
Osmington  was  patron  of  both  the  rivals,  and  de- 
clared it  impossible  to  make  up  his  mind  as  to  where 
and  how  it  should  take  place,  and  the  Corinthians 
grumbled  sorely  at  his  lordship's  unaccustomed  luke- 
warmness.  Eventually,  however,  it  was  decided  that 
the  pair  should  meet  in  September  of  the  current 
3'ear,  and  to  that  end  my  lord  sent  Eann  and  Men- 
doza  down  to  Brighton,  and  Smallej^  and  his  master 
to  the  rural  retirement  of  York.  Cribb  was  resolved 
that  there  should  be  no  doubt  this  time  as  to  which 
was  the  better  man,  and  set  himself  to  correct  the 
enervating  effects  of  London  dissipation.  '^  You 
shall  be  a  pictur'  when  you  strip,  or  my  name  ain't 
Tom,"  quoth  the  worthy  Champion;  and  grievous  were 
the  trials  that  Cy  had  to  undergo  for  the  attainment 
of  the  desired  object.  He  drank  warm  porter,  ate 
half -raw  beefsteaks,  took  immense  walks,  was  to  be 
seen  striding  all  over  the  country  at  all  hours. 

Li  intervals  of  endeavouring  to  decipher  the  Lad}^ 
Oh\da's  hieroglyphics,  Abigel  still  haunted  the  village 
almshouse,  conversed  with  all  and  sundry  who  could 
possibly  know  anything  that  might  prove  useful ;  and 
passing  the  inn  daily,  found  herself  little   by  little 
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quite  interested  in  her  cousin's  training.  The  simple 
enthusiasm  of  the  bm^ly  Champion,  his  affection  for 
his  favourite  pupil,  won  her  by  degrees,  and  she  was 
fain  to  confess  that  his  manners  were  quite  genteel 
in  spite  of  his  ruffianly  profession.  At  first  Cribb 
was  deeply  wounded  at  the  aspersions  she  flung 
broadcast  at  the  art,  but  he  nodded  his  bullet  head 
knowingly  as  week  followed  week  and  the  maiden's 
interest  increased.  She  would  trip  down  of  a  morning 
to  witness  the  sparring ;  make  critical  remarks  as  to 
Cy's  attitude,  and  applaud  the  agility  displayed  by 
her  cousin  in  parrying  his  master's  hits.  Then  when 
they  sat  down  to  rest,  she  would  sit  down  too,  and 
prattle  gaily,  even  penetrate  sometimes  into  the 
kitchen  like  a  sunbeam,  and  making  her  way  among 
the  festoons  of  onions  and  rows  of  hams  that  hung 
from  the  low  ceiling,  prepare  with  her  own  little 
hands  the  sanguinary  allowance  of  meat.  "Now, 
Peefofum,"  she  would  cry,  "  oh,  you  horrid  monster  ! 
Here's  your  raw  flesh,  giant.  You'll  want  live  babies 
next."  Such  lively  communing  was  cheering  to  the 
men,  and  served  as  well  to  make  the  lady's  un- 
buttered  bread  more  palatable  than  when  she  first 
arrived.  Not  that  she  neglected  her  guest;  but  she 
felt  that  what  she  sought  could  not  be  gained  at  once, 
that  time  was  her  best  auxiliary,  that  clues  might  drop 
within  her  reach  one  by  one  if  she  was  vigilant  and 
patient,  and  that  it  was  well  to  make  the  most  of  her 
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cousin's  society  so  long  as  he  remained.  When,  of 
old,  the  knights  put  on  their  armour  and  went  forth 
to  practise  for  the  jousts,  their  sisters,  cousins, 
maiden  aunts,  doubtless  went  too,  to  watch  their 
prowess  and  make  sly  bets  of  gloves  upon  the  coming 
tom-nament.  The  Queen  of  Beauty,  I  dare  say,  who 
in  full  fig,  ablaze  with  diamonds,  was  later  on  to  give 
the  prize,  sat  there  with  a  book,  in  an  old  cloak, 
dotting  down  two  to  one  on  Sir  Bevis,  discussing  the 
odds  with  maids  of  honour.  Had  there  been  any  one 
to  bet  with.  Miss  Kowe  would  have  been  taken  with 
the  mania,  for  she  waxed  exceedingly  learned,  and 
could  prate  sagely  of  the  noble  art. 

In  the  afternoon  or  quiet  evening,  Cyrus  would 
repay  the  visit  which  she  had  made  in  the  morning, 
would  stroll  up  to  the  manor-house,  look  at  his  croak- 
ing grandmother,  wander  under  the  tall  trees  with 
pretty  Abigel.  Of  these  meetings  Mr.  Cribb  did  not 
approve.  This  was  not  the  moment  for  cooing.  It 
behoveth  not  a  man  to  be  sentimental  whose  energies 
should  be  entirely  occupied  by  the  study  of  the 
craftiest  means  in  smashing  another's  nose.  Mr. 
Cribb  saw  with  apprehension  that  his  favourite  pupil 
was  desperately  in  love ;  that  he  sighed  over  his  tepid 
porter,  looked  with  distaste  upon  his  steak  unless  she 
had  come  down  to  cook  it.  In  London,  Cyrus  had 
Ijeen  timid  and  awkward  in  Miss  Piowe's  company, 
though  entu-ely  unabashed  by  the  presence  of  Princess 
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Charlotte.  His  flame  had  smouldered.  But  now  that 
the  breach  seemed  filled ;  now  that,  waiving  objections 
to  the  art,  she  could  be  so  kind  and  cheery,  it  shot 
up  again  with  renewed  vigour,  and  burned  more 
fiercely  than  of  yore.  When  the  trio  sat  in  the  inn 
garden,  and  he  marked  how  the  girl's  antipathy  tO' 
the  Champion  had  given  place  to  friendliness,  he  grew 
full  of  hope,  and  wove  for  himself  and  her  the 
brightest  future.  Everything  was  going  as  smoothly 
as  he  could  wish.  The  shadow  of  the  odious  Leoline 
no  longer  hovered  ;  he  was  forgotten.  The  sky  was 
cloudless ;  Cy  would  go  up  to  town  and  pummel 
Caleb  ;  then  return  and  claim  the  plump  brown  hand 
of  darling  Abigel  as  guerdon  of  victory.  So  dreamed 
artless  Cy,  and  he  poured  forth  his  aspirations  and 
intentions  into  the  capacious  bosom  of  the  Cham]3ion. 
But  the  latter  was  not  satisfied.  "  The  pretty  lady  is 
miles  above  your  pate,  my  poor  boy,"  he  said,  "  in 
thought  and  feeling,  although  she  has  laid  aside  fine 
clothes.  Breach  filled  up,  forsooth  !  Education  has 
dug  a  pit  that  you  can  never  fill  up,  unless  you  go  to 
school  again.  We've  each  our  allotted  place  in  the 
world,  and  must  do  our  best  in  it  contentedly,  without 
crying  for  the  moon.  Some  folks  work  with  their 
brains,  others  with  their  mawleys ;  and  it  becomes 
not  the  one  to  ape  the  ways  of  the  other.  My  lord 
Wellington  is  a  great  fighter,  can  upset  Bony  and 
all  his  hosts,  which  neither  you  nor  I  could  do ;  but 
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I  reckon  that  on  the  turf  of  Moulsey  Hurst  he'd  cut 
a  Sony  figure  !  He  wouldn't  strip  like  a  pictur' ! " 
And  the  thought  of  what  the  doughty  general  would 
look  like,  deprived  of  garments  to  the  waist,  tickled 
the  Champion  so  intensely,  that  he  laughed  till  the 
casements  rattled.  "  No,  no  !  "  pursued  Mr.  Cribb. 
"  If  you're  the  i)rudent  lad  I  take  you  for,  you'll 
drop  it.  Don't  burn  your  wings  for  nothing.  If  you 
choose,  you've  a  grand  career  before  you.  I'm  a  bit 
short  in  the  wind,  and  can't  hold  the  belt  for  ever. 
"When  my  time  comes  to  retire  and  pass  it  on,  I'd  like 
that  you  should  wear  it.  You'll  w^allop  the  Pink  of 
Bow  without  much  trouble,  unless  I'm  much  mistaken; 
but  young  Randal's  devilish  promising.  You're  just 
of  an  age,  and  equal  in  weight.  To  see  you  two 
come  forward  a  few  years  hence  for  the  Championship 
would  do  my  eyes  good ;  and  if  so  be  as  I  could  hand 
the  insignia  of  my  dignity  to  my  favourite,  the  belt 
and  I  would  part  without  regret.  What  have  you  got 
to  give  the  lady?  A  tough  good-looking  headpiece 
with  nothing  in  it,  and  a  splendid  figure.  You've  got 
to  stick  to  the  ring  to  earn  your  living.  What  she's 
seen  is  only  child's  play — the  pretty  part  of  the  busi- 
ness ;  but  I  doubt  she'd  shrink  before  the  other  part. 
Men  of  our  calling  must  get  knocked  about  some- 
times, and  we  don't  mind  that ;  but  she  would,  I  take 
it.  If  she  accepted  you,  it  would  be  because  you're 
good-looking — not    having,    as    I   say,   much  inside 
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to  speak  of.  And  if  you  came  home  some  day  all  of 
a  pulp  after  a  bad  beating — wouldn't  love  fly  out  of 
the  window  at  sight  of  your  bruised  face  ?  The  fear 
of  it  would  unman  you,  make  you  shirk.  Look  further 
still.  When  our  work's  done  we  put  together  our 
savings,  and  end  our  lives  behind  a  bar,  fighting  battles 
again  over  a  pipe  with  pals.  It's  the  way  of  bur  pro- 
fession. Would  she  like  that,  do  you  think  ?  Put  her 
down,  say,  when  on  the  shady  side  of  the  hill,  at  the 
Salutation  Tavern,  or  as  mistress  of  the  Lion  in  the 
Borough  market,  to  draw  ale  for  the  Corinthians.  No, 
no ;  take  the  advice  of  your  second  father,  and  give 
it  up,  my  lad !  If  I'd  'a  dreamed  of  this  I'd  have  got 
my  lord  to  send  us  to  Brighton,  and  the  others  here. 
Being  here,  we've  got  to  stop  till  ye're  up  to  the  mark, 
and  I  wish  that  was  to-morrow." 

After  this  unusually  lengthy  harangue,  Mr.  Cribb 
shook  the  ashes  from  his  pipe  and  went  despondingly 
to  bed,  for  he  was  troubled  with  a  presentiment  that 
things  were  going  wrong,  beyond  the  power  of  being 
set  right  by  his  limited  mental  capacity.  As  he 
undressed  he  wondered  whether  he  ought  to  write  to 
my  lord ;  whether  he  had  done  wrong  in  interfering 
.at  all.  Would  it  not  have  been  better  to  have  en- 
couraged the  love-sick  swain,  to  have  cunningly  egged 
him  on  to  a  proposal,  that  the  fever  might  be  sooner 
checked  ?  For,  of  course,  the  lady  would  decline  the 
intended  honour  ;  and  yet — would  she  ?    Miss  Eowe 
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was  amazingly  benign  all  of  a  sudden.  Why  was 
this  •?  Was  she  secretly  sorry  for  the  step  she  had 
taken  ?  Would  she  perchance  jump  at  marrying  her 
cousin,  in  order  that  he  might  pluck  her  from  out  the 
ruined  manor-house,  remove  her  from  the  awful 
companionship  of  that  muttering,  scowling  witch  ? 
No ;  not  so  long  as  he  was  a  i)ugihst.  She  deigned 
to  discuss  the  art  as  an  amateur,  but  loathed  it  in 
her  heart.  The  weighing  of  pros  and  cons  was  not  in 
Mr.  Cribb's  Ime,  so  he  tm-ned  over  with  a  grunt  and 
went  to  sleep,  leaving  events  to  sort  themselves 
without  further  meddling  from  him. 

Cyrus  listened  as  became  a  respectful  pupil,  but 
was  no  more  cominced  than  lovers  usually  are. 
Since  Leoline  was  forgotten,  and  the  throne  of  fashion 
abdicated,  why  should  not  Abigel  smile  upon  his 
suit  ?  He  knew  she  liked  him  ver}^  much.  Though 
she  did  not  complain,  her  position  with  Pentecost  and 
the  bats  and  rats  and  black  beetles  must  be  untenable. 
How  she  could  kill  the  days  at  all  was  a  marvel  to 
Cy.  Her  haughtiness  had  gotten  her  into  a  hobble, 
regret  for  which  was  masked  by  pride,  but  it  must  exist 
for  all  that.  The  same  idea  struck  both  master  and 
pupil.  Cy  felt  sure  that  his  cousin's  repentance  for 
what  she  had  done  had  caused  her  to  warm  towards 
him,  and  that,  much  as  she  was  his  superior,  she 
would  take  him  as  a  pis-aller.  The  poor  fellow  was 
so  conscious  of  inferiority  that  he  objected  in  no  wise 
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-to  being  a  jpis-allcr,  provided  that  his  point  was  gained. 
"  What  had  he  to  give  ?  "  Cribb  had  asked.  A  true 
and  honest  heart,  a  deep-rooted  affection.  Were  such 
offerings  worth  nothing?  Abigel  was  his  first  and 
only  love.  Since  childhood  he  had  never  swerved  in 
loyalty  to  her,  since  the  days  when  he  had  risked  his 
neck  to  bring  her  birds'  eggs.  Love,  pure  and  entire 
a,nd  unalloyed,  is  surely  an  offering  that  may  not  be 
despised.  He  knew  now  that  there  was  no  sacrifice 
he  was  not  disposed  to  make  for  Abigel  provided  he 
€Ould  call  her  his.  Give  her  up  !  Never.  Cribb  was 
an  old  fool  to  chatter  as  he  had  done.  What  did  he 
know  of  such  matters  ?  His  tongue  was  gagged  now, 
for  his  nose-trumpetings  sounded  from  above.  That 
was  a  comfort.  Too  deeply  moved  for  slumber,  Cyrus 
strolled  forth  into  the  summer  night  to  seek  for  calm  ; 
stared  at  the  stars — surveyed  the  woods  of  Battle 
Magna  park,  cut  out  in  silhouette  against  the  blue. 
Abigel  was  asleep  by  this  time,  dreaming,  perchance 
of  him,  cooking  beef- steaks  in  fancy.  He  ought  also 
to  go  to  roost,  since  he  must  be  up  at  dawn  for  a 
matutinal  stretch.  Yet  what  was  the  use  of  lying 
down  only  to  kick  and  toss  ?  In  plunging  there  is  no 
rest.  Better  to  enjoy  the  summer  night.  He  would 
take  a  stroll  just  to  steady  his  nerves  and  quell  the 
turmoil  within.  What  direction  better  than  that 
which  led  to  the  manor-house  ?  The  turf  was 
soothing  to  the  feet.    It  was  amusing  to  watch  the 
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•startled  deer  as  they  siorang  up  and  melted  among 
the  trees.  It  would  please  Miss  Eowe  to  be  told  on 
the  morrow  that  he  had  kept  vigil  at  midnight  by  her 
window.  It  would  prepare  her  gracefully  for  the  offer 
of  his  heart  and  hunch  of  fives,  which  could  not  be 
withheld  much  longer.  She  w^as  a  saucy  bit  of  mischief. 
No  doubt  of  that.  ALL  the  more  charming  perhaps. 
Only  the  other  day,  when  he  had  breathed  hard  and 
snorted  and  rolled  his  eyes,  permitting  his  passion  to 
find  vent  in  the  usual  idiotic  manner,  she  had  twitted 
him  with  it.  "I  believe  you  are  trying  to  make  love, 
Cy  !  "  she  had  said  merrily.  "  What  fun  !  Love, 
they  say,  is  the  mainspring  of  a  woman's  life,  so 
it's  right  and  proper  you  should  help  me  to  a  scrap 
of  it.  Pity  it  isn't  genuine."  Then  she  too  had 
snorted  in  jocund  mimicry,  and  puffed  and  rolled  her 
eyes.  Oh  yes,  a  saucy  coquette,  more  precious  than 
all  Golconda. 

How  grim  the  hoary  facade  appeared,  bathed  in 
pearly  moonlight,  the  window-panes  shining  like  opals  ! 
Even  Cy,  who  was  far  from  poetical,  was  moved  to 
admiration  by  the  grotesque  shadows  cast  upon  the 
rugged  front  by  the  stone  griffins  and  crumbling  fret- 
work. Strange  honour,  he  thought,  for  so  tattered 
and  torn  a  casket  to  hold  so  rare  a  jewel.  Bathed  in 
moonlit  sleep,  how  intense  the  universal  stillness ! 
The  beating  of  a  bat's  pinion  was  clearly  audible. 
What  was  that  ?    Cy  was  so  taken  by  surprise,  that 
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he  held  his  breath.  A  Hght— at  this  hour  in  the 
ruined  mansion  !  A  burglary  in  this  idylHc  retreat  I 
Who  could  be  ferreting  among  the  lumber,  and  for 
what  ?  Was  there  anything  worth  stealing  ?  Surely 
not.  Grandmother  Pentecost  had  lived  here  long 
enough  alone,  and  none  had  disturbed  her  rest.  Abigel ! 
At  the  thought  that  the  saucy  darhng  might  be  in 
peril,  Cy's  sturdy  heart  stood  still ;  he  felt  faint,  and 
leaned  for  a  second  against  the  wall.  It  was  an 
errant  light  which,  appearing  first  above,  had  moved 
downward  and  glimmered  through  the  chinks  of  the 
bulging  shutters  of  the  library  on  the  ground  floor. 
Perhaps  it  was  a  ghost !  Cy  had,  of  course,  become 
familiar  with  village  gossip ;  had  been  told  that 
grandam  was  a  witch.  Perhaps  the  light  heralded  a 
sabbat.  It  was  possible  that  the  stalwart  pugilist 
would  have  run  away  had  he  not  been  riveted  to  the 
terrace  flags  by  dread  for  Abigel.  For  her  dear  sake- 
he  would  do  doughty  deeds  —  even  face  witches. 
Perchance  'twas  a  vulgar  human  marauder.  If  it 
were,  his  bones  should  pay  for  daring  to  distm-b  the 
nut-brown  maid's  repose.  Cyrus  crossed  the  terrace 
and  peered  between  the  shutter  chinks.  Another 
shock  awaited  him.  It  was  not  grandam  Pentecost 
upon  a  broomstick,  or  a  hulking  thief,  who  was 
moving  in  the  library.  Abigel  herself,  in  a  white 
dressing  gown,  with  a  taper  in  one  hand  and  a  book 
in  the   other,  glided  through   the  door  and  looked 
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about.  Placing  the  tai)er  on  the  table,  she  turned  a 
page  in  the  book,  and,  reflecting  for  a  moment,  tossed 
it  beside  the  candlestick.  Then  she  passed  her  fingers 
through  her  short  crisp  cm-Is,  and,  moving  towards 
a  huge  ebony  cabinet  that  occupied  a  half  of  the  end 
wall,  turned  up  her  sleeves,  and  felt  the  lock  and 
hinges. 

"What  on  earth  can  the  sweet  soul  be  after?" 
marvelled  her  cousin.  She  swept  her  frail  hands  over 
the  fastenings,  and  her  cherr}-  lips  twisted  into  a 
smile  that  showed  a  pair  of  ravishing  dimples.  "  She 
may  well  smile,"  muttered  Cyrus,  "if  she  thought 
that  she  could  force  those  hinges." 

The  smile  gave  place  to  a  frown.  Miss  Eowe  pro- 
duced a  flat  u'on  ferule,  and  began  working  it  between 
the  hinges.  Burglarious  damsel !  What  trick  could 
she  be  up  to  now  ?  Walking  in  her  sleep  ?  No.  The 
abrupt  fretfulness  of  disappointment  showed  that  she 
was  wide  awake. 

" N'importe / ''  she  said  aloud.  "Cyrus  shall  open 
it  to-morrow." 

"Will  he?"  grinned  that  worthy.  "No,  he  will 
not."  The  ebony  cabinet  belonged  to  my  lord 
Osmington,  and  Mr.  Smalley,  not  being  a  woman, 
had  no  notion  of  prjdng  into  other  people's  cup- 
boards. 

The  young  lady  gave  the  cabinet  an  angry  tap, 
consulted  the  book  again,  and  sitting  down   by  the 
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box  which  Cyrus  had  known,  time  out  of  mind,  as 
Lady  Olivia's  chest,  opened  it  and  flung  out  its  con- 
tents upon  the  floor. 

The  honest  fellow  was  transfixed  with  amazement. 
So  darling  Abby  was  a  true  daughter  of  Eve !  An 
unscrupulous  daughter;  for  unless  she  was  aware 
that  to  peep  into  other  people's  papers  is  naughty, 
why  did  she  not  reserve  for  daylight  these  investiga- 
tions ?  She  could  do  what  she  chose  without  much 
chance  of  interference  on  the  part  of  the  housekeeper. 
True,  there  was  a  small  rustic — a  pitcher  with  long 
ears — and  Abigel  possibly  did  not  care  to  be  caught 
prying,  even  by  that  insignificant  individual.  What 
was  she  about  now  ?  Her  proceedings  bore  a  dis- 
agreeable resemblance  to  larceny ;  for  Miss  Kowe,  at 
sight  of  a  dirty  bit  of  paper,  had  pounced  on  it  and 
concealed  it  in  her  bosom. 

Cyrus  knocked  at  the  window;  and  starting  up 
with  a  low  cry,  his  cousin  retreated  into  a  corner,  like 
an  animal  at  bay. 

"  It  is  I,"  whispered  the  pugilist.     "  Let  me  in." 
Miss  Kowe  advanced  at  once,  and  undid  the  rusty 
bolts.     "  What  are  you  doing  here  at  this  hour  ?    Has 
anything  happened?"  she  inquired  calmly. 

"What  are  yon  doing?"  echoed  Cyrus.  '*No 
good,  I  doubt.  What  right  have  your  hands  in  Lady 
Olivia's  chest  ?  " 

Abigel  reddened  with  anger,  and  her  eyes  flashed. 
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^' So  you've  been   spying!"  she   cried,  with   scorn; 
*'  and  I  thought  a  boxer  might  be  a  gentleman." 
"I  hoped  my  cousin  was  no  thief!  "  retorted  bhnit 

€}TUS. 

*'  You — you — base  rascal !  "  blurted  out  Miss  Eowe, 
her  eyes  glowing  like  coals.  ''How  like  a  big  bully 
to  insult  a  girl !  Raw  flesh  is  good  for  ogres,  Monsiem* 
Blunderbore,  but  don't  ask  me  to  prepare  it  for  you 
any  more.  I  hope  you'll  succeed  in  pounding  your 
brother  savage ! " 

Having  said  something  that  is  calculated  to  wound, 
it  is  wise  to  make  a  dignified  retreat ;  and  Miss  Eowe, 
whisking  round,  prepared  to  stalk  from  the  room. 

Oh,  amantiam  irsel  He  who  had  come  hither 
breathing  love  and  unalterable  affection  had  called 
the  sacred  object  a  thief!  No  wonder  she  was  indig- 
nant. Cribb  was  right  when  he  remarked  that  his 
pupil  was  unfit  for  this  angel.  But  angels  do  not 
ferret  in  other  people's  boxes  in  the  dead  of  night. 

''Stay,  Abigel,  my  darling!"  Cyrus  stammered. 
"'  I  am  clumsy,  but  mean  well,  and  don't  want  you  to 
do  anything  mean.  You  said  aloud  just  now  that  I 
should  break  open  that  cabinet.  W\.\j  would  you 
have  me  burst  it?     Doubtless  you've  a  good  reason." 

Abigel  w^as  still  angry,  and  stood  pouting. 

"You  won't  answer?  Go  then  to  bed,  but  first 
replace  that  paper  that  you  took.  It  is  my  lord's, 
you  know." 
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"It  is,"  returned  the  girl,  firmly,  "my  lord  North- 
allerton's. His  mother's  marriage  certificate  that 
he  brought  with  him,  I  take  it  because  he  will  deske 
to  have  it  back." 

Triumphant  Abigel  flourished  the  document  under 
Mr.  Smalley's  nose,  but  he  suffered  so  acute  a  thrill 
of  pain  that  he  could  not  read  it.  Leoline  again  I 
Baleful  shade  'twixt  Cy  and  happiness.  Ever  present 
in  her  thoughts,  when  her  cousin  hoped  he  was 
forgotten.  How  she  did  interest  herself  for  Leoline — 
even  to  depriving  herself  of  natural  rest,  and  smirch- 
ing herself  with  cobwebs !  And  how  pleased  she 
seemed  to  be  at  having  reclaimed  the  paper  ! — was 
pining,  of  course,  for  a  word  of  thanks  from  the  jacka- 
napes. How  right  was  Cribb  !  The  delusive  sparkling 
vision  must  be  looked  upon  no  more.  Yet  no ;  it  never 
should  be  said  that  he  succumbed  tamely.  Fiery 
wrath  against  Leoline  surged  up  into  the  mind  of 
the  pugilist.  As  the  flame  of  love  had  burst  out  with 
renewed  force  and  brightness  since  he  had  seen  more 
of  his  cousin,  so  was  the  feeling  of  dislike  for  one 
who  stood  between  himself  and  her  intensified  into 
devouring  hate.  Abigel,  who  seemed  his  own  five 
minutes  since,  was  slipping  from  him  into  the  arms 
of  Leoline,  and  that  jDrig  was  too  conceited  to  estimate 
the  value  of  the  treasure.  It  was  more  than  could  be 
borne  with  equanimity.  Cyrus  tried  to  speak,  but 
his  voice  was  broken  by  hoarse  sobs. 
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A  strong  man  broken  down  by  grief  is  always,  to  a 
woman,  a  piteous  spectacle,  but  not  a  displeasing 
one  when  she  knows  that  his  iron  frame  is  racked  by 
her  coquettishness.  Miss  Kowe  approached  her  cousin, 
who  had  sunk  down  upon  a  chair,  and  patted  his 
head. 

"  What  a  silly  boy  to  quarrel,"  she  cooed — ''  a 
silly  cross  Blunderbore  !  I  don't  want  anything,  sir, 
that  belongs  to  Lord  Osmington.  I  would  not  touch 
him  or  his  with  a  pole.  Pah  !  There  are  things  here 
that  belong  by  right  to  Leoline,  and  for  him,  like  a 
fond  devoted  sister,  I  want  to  find  them.  Can't  you 
understand,  big  booby,  without  torturing  yourself  for 
nothing?  If  you  wish  to  please  me,  you  Avill  help. 
See  this  diary — difficult  to  make  out,  isn't  it  ?  Lady 
Olivia  says  that  in  a  black  cabinet  she  has  placed  a 
letter  from  the  wretched  man  who  fought  the  duel,  to 
his  brother  Archibald.  So  much  is  legible.  If 
Leoline  is  the  heir,  and  something  assures  me  that 
he  is,  that  letter  may  be  of  greatest  import.  There 
stands  a  black  cabinet,  and  I  have  promised  n\yself 
that  as  I  am  only  a  weak  girl,  good  kind  Cy  will  helj) 
me  to  the  letter,  just  to  please  me.     Am  I  wrong  ?  " 

She  was  wheedling  like  a  siren.  Cy  felt  the  spell, 
and  considered  whether  he  should  obey  her  will  and 
win  her  gratitude.  If  the  odious  page  was  really  the 
heir,  it  was  right  that  he  should  prove  his  title  if  he 
could.     And  yet   it  was   base  to   poke  about  in   his 
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patron's  house,  behind  his  back,  for  proofs  against 
my  lord.  The  point  was  too  knotty  to  be  easily  de- 
cided. So,  taking  Abigel's  hand  and  kissing  it,  Cy 
looked  wistfully  in  her  face  as  a  dog  might,  and  said — 

"  Don't  lead  me  wrong.  You  are  cleverer  than  I ! 
Give  me  time  to  think." 

"By  all  means,"  cried  blithe  Abigel,  supposing 
that  she  had  won  him  over.  *'  Did  I  not  say  you 
should  open  the  cupboard  to-morrow,  Mr.  Eaves- 
dropper ?  It  ^is  to-morrow  now,  but  I  will  give  you 
grace.  If  you  bring  up  a  chisel  when  you  come  in 
the  afternoon,  I  dare  say  I  may  give  you  a  kiss.  Just 
think  of  that !     Promise  me." 

The  saucy  maiden's  hair  was  mingling  with  his ; 
her  lips  almost  touched  his  ear.  It  was  distracting 
to  be  so  tempted. 

"  Go  now — to  bed,"  he  said,  quivering  ;  "  and  I'll 
think  of  it." 

Abigel  gave  his  head  another  caressing  pat,  and 
went — or  rather,  floated.  It  would  be  a  great  thing  to 
win  Cy  as  an  accomplice.  Dear,  stupid,  and  obedient 
Cy  !  It  was  amusing  to  i)lay  upon  him  as  on  a  harp- 
sichord, and  produce  tokens  of  pleasure  or  pain  upon 
his  comely  face  at  will.  It  would  be  extra  delightful 
if,  with  him  to  assist,  she  could  explore  the  mazy 
labyrinth. 

The  puzzled  pugilist  was  entirely  at  sea.  He  would 
like  to  please  Abigel,  of  course.    When  you  swear  you 
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are  ready  for  any  sacrifice,  and  sliy  at  the  first 
obstacle,  the  object  of  your  flame  has  a  right  to  be 
scornful.  In  earlier  years,  when  dwelling  here,  he 
had  heard  ad  nauseam  of  the  Northallerton  peerage 
and  the  fugitive,  but  took  no  interest  in  the  matter, 
because  he  was  never  prone  to  mix  in  others'  business, 
and  disliked  the  delicate  lad  at  whom  folks  pointed. 
What  was  he  to  do  now  ?  Should  he  obey  Abigel's- 
behests,  and  break  open  the  cabinet,  or  wash  his  hands 
of  the  affair  ?  Prudence  whispered  the  latter  course  ; 
and  yet  he  would  so  like  to  win  the  gratitude  of  his 
beloved.  Perhaps  there  was  nothing  in  the  cabinet 
at  all.  In  that  case  no  harm  could  accrue  by  opening 
it,  and  it  did  seem  foolish  to  face  her  wrath  if  there 
was  nothing  to  be  lost  by  obedience.  Distressful  con- 
templation of  two  horns  of  a  dilemma  brightened  the 
young  man's  wits.  "What  if  he  opened  that  cabinet 
now  and  made  sure  there  was  nothing  within?  Then 
he  could  close  it  again,  and  go  through  the  form  of 
repeating  the  operation  to  satisfy  the  maiden's  mind. 
Yes ;  that  was  it.  Cyrus  sprang  up  and  seized  the 
ferula.  Under  his  strong  fingers  the  lock  yielded  at 
once.  A  quantity  of  bottles — medicine  phials.  In  a 
top  drawer  a  letter.  Yes  !  The  girl  was  right ;  here 
was  a  letter.  Should  he  read  it,  bm-n  it,  put  it  back  ? 
As  it  was  open,  the  young  man  chose  the  first  alter- 
native. 

There  were  two  papers,  yellow  with  age,  one  within 
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the  other.  The  one  from  Archibald,  last  Lord  North- 
allerton, to  his  sister  Selina,  enclosing  the  other, 
which  was  writ  by  the  fugitive.  The  latter  of  the  two 
was  dated  from  Broagh,  in  Ireland,  and  complained  of 
his  neglected  and  poverty-stricken  state ;  detailed  the 
menial,  sordid  details  of  his  life ;  and  concluded  by 
saying,  '*  Tell  my  dear  sisters  that  my  wife  hath  been 
delivered  of  a  son — called  Eoger, — foredoomed  to  ser- 
vitude and  misery ;  and  so  I  remain,  your  wretched 
brother,  James  Christopher  Jervois."  Archibald's 
note  was  full  of  querulous  complaint.  "As  if  he  had 
not  done  harm  enough  already,"  wrote  the  earl,  '*  he 
hath  mated  with  some  farm  wench  who  will  breed  a 
score,  no  doubt,  of  scullions !  "  Foredoomed  to  ser- 
vitude and  misery  !  Yes,  indeed,  if  this  same  wretch 
called  Eoger  was  the  world  worn  domestic  whom 
grandam  had  sent  packing !  What  was  to  be  done 
with  these  letters  ?  Abigel  had  declared  herself  satis- 
fied that  Leoline  was  the  true  Lord  Northallerton, 
and  that  documents  concerning  the  Jervois  family 
were  his  by  right.  How  like  impulsive  Abigel,  to 
jump  at  such  a  conclusion  !  She  was  wrong  in  that. 
The  wish  being  father  to  the  thought,  Cyrus  felt  sure 
that  she  Avas  wrong.  He  had  no  desire  to  assist  Leoline 
to  mount  the  pedestal.  Far  from  it,  at  the  present 
moment  he  felt  more  in  a  mood  to  pull  him  down. 
But  he  was  too  honest  to  stand  in  the  youth's  way 
out  of  private  jealousy.     It  was  clear  to  him  that  till 
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she  had  better  reasons  for  supposmg  Leo  the  heir  she 
had  no  business  to  give  him  stolen  papers.  Certainly 
not.  Till  it  could  be  sho^yn  that  his  claims  had  a 
basis  of  reality,  all  papers  referring  to  the  subject, 
and  found  in  his  cupboard,  were  the  property  of  Lord 
Osmington,  and  must  not  be  allowed  to  pass  into 
other  hands.  But  how  to  face  the  ire  of  Abigel,  if  her 
devoted  slave  proved  restive  ?  The  cupboard,  closed 
again,  showed  signs  of  having  been  forced.  The 
tongue  of  the  lock  was  bent.  She  would  know  that  in 
her  absence  Cy  had  ferreted  upon  his  own  account, 
and  that  instead  of  an  ally  he  was  a  traitor.  Horrid 
thought !  Why  not  let  her  find  the  papers  ?  No  ;  he 
would  act  as  honesty  dictated.  These  papers  be- 
longed to  my  lord,  and  to  no  one  else,  as  matters 
stood.  This  very  day  he  would  start  for  town,  seek  out 
his  patron,  give  him  the  documents,  and  warn  him, 
as  in  honour  bound,  that  the  girl  to  whom  he  had 
been  kind  was  plotting  his  overthrow. 

I  am  afraid  Mr.  Smalley  made  use  of  bad  language 
as  he  buttoned  his  coat  over  the  letters  and  strode 
back  to  the  inn.  When  he  started  thence  he  was  all 
sighs  and  poesy ;  when  he  returned  the  green-eyed 
monster  had  clutched  his  soul,  that  fiend  that  makes 
devils  out  of  angels.  He  chose  to  think  the  worst  of 
Abigel  as  a  schemer,  because  he  feared  that  she  liked 
another  better  than  himself.  He  was  in  the  mad 
mood  that  fires  honoural)le  men  to  slay  their  sweet- 
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hearts,  and  then  commit  suicide;  for  the  idea  had 
entered  his  heart  that  she  was  anxious  for  her  own 
sake,  as  well  as  Leo's,  to  make  good  the  peerage  claim. 
*'  The  darling  will  not  he  mine — she  shall  not  he 
another's  either."  This  is  the  mood  in  which  we  feel 
a  fierce  joy  in  flinging  dirt  at  those  whom  we  love 
hest — in  accusing  them  wrongfully.  As  may  he  sup- 
posed, the  ordinarily  tranquil  stream  of  poor  Cy's 
mind  did  not  become  thus  turbid  without  lashings  of 
intensest  anguish.  When  he  stood  over  the  bed  of 
Mr.  Cribb,  and  awoke  that  gentleman,  he  looked 
haggard  and  wild.  His  breast  was  heaving  with 
spasms  of  pain,  his  hands  trembling  like  leaves,  his 
breath  coming  in  gasps.  The  Champion  gazed  at  his 
pet  pupil  with  sorrow.  To  be  tortured  and  tormented 
with  mental  pincers  and  screws  was  not  the  way 
to  "  strip  like  a  pictur'."  The  agony  of  a  few  hours 
had  thrown  him  back  at  least  a  fortnight  in  his 
training.  It  was  without  indignant  arguments,  there- 
fore, that  he  listened  to  his  favourite's  plans.  Some- 
thing had  happened  which  rendered  it  necessary  for 
him  to  seek  my  lord  at  once  on  business  of  gravest 
moment — to  leave  retirement.  Under  such  circum- 
stances it  was  idle  to  talk  of  training.  There  was  no 
denying  that.  So  Mr.  Cribb  said  something  offensive 
to  himself  about  Miss  Eowe,  and  acquiesced  in  the 
desirability  of  postponing  the  fight  once  more. 
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Do  5'on  think  that  it  was  unhandsome  in  Mr.  Smalley 
to  steal  such  a  march,  and  circumvent  the  schemes  of 
his  beloved  ?  In  deciding  so  to  do,  he  was  actuated 
b}-  a  complication  of  motives.  He  was  grateful  to 
my  lord  for  patronage,  jealous  of  Leoline,  anxious  to 
keep  his  nut-brown  maid  out  of  doing  mischief  that 
might  injure  others.  You  would  have  applauded  him, 
perhai)s  (from  our  neighbours  we  expect  the  loftiest 
flights),  if  he  had  said  with  a  neat  bow,  ''Dear  madam, 
let  me  help  you  to  trim  with  soft  warm  fur  the  coun- 
tess's coronet  that  you  i^ropose  to  wear.  I  shall  be 
heartbroken,  but  that  is  of  no  consequence.  Marry 
and  make  blissful  for  ever  the  man  for  whom  I  myself 
have  a  natm-al  antipathy.''  It  would  have  been 
romantic  but  unnatural.  Are  you  prepared  to  deny 
that  it  is  our  duty  to  prevent  those  whom  we  adore 
from  stumbling,  specially  when  our  own  cause  will  be 
benefited  by  our  intervention  ?  It  may  have  dis- 
pleased you,  perhaps,  to  remark  that  Lord  Osmington's 
outrageous  treatment  of  Miss  Eowe  should  so  little 
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have  stirred  her  cousin.  Was  he  not  always  breathing 
fire  and  flame,  prating  of  the  awful  things  he  would 
do  if  any  one  presumed  to  insult  his  Abigel  ?  The 
placable,  unpractical  Leo  was  provoked  beyond  mea- 
sure at  the  insult,  while  pugilistic  Cyrus  took  it 
quite  easily.  Truth  to  tell,  Master  Cy  deemed  the 
maiden  to  have  acted  hastily,  for  there  was  much  cry 
over  very  little  wool,  and  she  seemed  to  him  to  have 
cut  off  her  nose  to  spite  her  face.  All  the  world  is 
aware  that  gentlemen  when  drunk  do  things  which 
they  regret  when  sober,  and  so  we  must  make  the 
best  of  the  inferior  sex,  and  overlook  men's  little  short- 
comings when  the  worse  for  liquor.  At  the  time 
of  Abby's  disappearance  her  cousin  was  mightily 
perturbed,  conjuring  up  all  sorts  of  accidents  and 
misfortunes  as  likely  to  have  happened;  but  when 
it  transpired  that  she  was  safe  and  refused  to  forgive 
a  somewhat  coarse  jest,  he  declared  her  to  be  a  little 
fool  who  would  live  to  repent  her  folly.  Though 
gentle  and  chivalrous  and  brave — true  as  steel — un- 
flinching when  he  could  discern  his  path  clearly,  our 
bruiser  was  not  given  to  straw- splitting,  neither  was 
he  particularly  sqeamish  over  trifles.  Eight  and 
wrong  to  him  were  two  great  high-roads,  plainly  dis- 
cernible ;  as  to  the  little  wandering  bypaths  and  bifur- 
cations, he  troubled  himself  in  no  wise  about  them. 

People  who  pry  often  see  more  than  they  desire  to 
witness,  just  as  listeners  hear   disparaging  remarks 
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about  themselves.  If  Cyrus  had  not  been  sentimental, 
had  tucked  himself  quietly  between  the  sheets  as 
became  a  person  on  whose  success  much  money  had 
been  laid,  instead  of  sighing  in  the  moonlight,  how 
differently  might  events  have  been  arranged  !  He 
would  have  continued  his  training  to  the  satisfaction 
of  Mr.  Cribb,  have  drubbed  the  Pink  of  Bow,  have 
retm-ned  to  pop  the  question ;  and  Abigel,  having 
succeeded  meanwhile  in  opening  that  cupboard,  as  no 
doubt  she  would,  might,  in  the  end,  after  a  course  of 
boredom  have  become  desperate  enough  even  to  have 
accepted  him.  You  and  I  know  that  Abigel  was  much 
too  single-minded  to  search  for  a  coronet  with  a  view 
of  sharing  it  herself.  C^tus  would  have  recognized 
this,  if  the  green-eyed  marplot  had  not  muddled  his 
modicum  of  brains.  She  chose  to  consider  herself  the 
emissary  of  Fate,  destined  to  perform  a  series  of 
acts  ;  and  having  succeeded  in  finishing  her  work, 
might  have  found  continued,  objectless  maidenhood 
among  the  rats  and  black  beetles  unbearable,  and 
have  been  induced  by  persevering  persuasion  to  change 
her  mind.  But  here  was  a  pretty  coil !  Surprised  in 
the  midst  of  clandestine  researches,  she  had  thrown 
herself,  as  it  were,  on  the  generosity  of  Cyrus,  had 
been  gracious  enough  to  propose  to  take  him  as 
accomphce,  and  he  had  betrayed  her  confidence. 
Early  next  morning  she  discovered  the  tell-tale  marks 
upon   the   cabinet.      The   twisted   lock  yielded,   and 
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:among  the  medicine  phials  she  could  find  no  paper. 
And  yet  Lady  Olivia  in  her  diary  distinctly  stated  that 
letters  of  import  reposed  in  a  black  cabinet.  Could 
ihej  be  in  some  other  receptacle  ?    No. 

The  reason  for  Cyrus's  abrupt  departure  was  evident. 
He  had  filched  the  treasure,  and  was  about  to  place  it 
in  the  hands  of  him  who  should  be  the  last  of  men  to 
hold  it.  By  doing  so  he  would  rouse  the  suspicion  of 
Lord  Osmington,  who  would,  of  course,  throw  diffi- 
culties in  the  way  of  further  investigation,  and  make 
her  task  more  hard.  What  could  the  information  be, 
she  wondered,  that  Olivia  had  deemed  important  ? 
By  dint  of  poring  over  the  diary,  the  eyes  of  Abigel 
hecame  used  to  the  pale  ink  and  crabbed  characters, 
.•and  she  was  able  to  decipher  more  than  at  first  had 
;appeared  possible.  Jeremiads,  lamentations,  soul 
scourgings  in  monotonous  sequence.  The  second 
Lady  Osmington  had  apparently  been  the  victim  of  a 
mania.  She  was  haunted  by  a  notion  that  she  was 
-enjoying  the  harvest  of  another  person's  acres,  and 
reiterated  again  and  again  how  gladly  she  would 
•abandon  the  wealth  which  belonged  to  somebody  else. 
And  then  came  mental  rackings  with  regard  to  her 
husband  and  her  son.  It  appeared  that  the  second 
lord  was  a  harsh  man  who  resented  the  jeremiads. 
And,  indeed,  that  was  little  to  be  wondered  at.  If  you 
are  in  comfortable  and  undisputed  possession  of  pro- 
perty, it  must  be  annoying  to  be  nagged  at  by  your 
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importunate  rib,  who  unpractically  worries  you  to  resign 
it  in  favour  of  a  non-existent  claimant.  For  by  lier 
o^Yn  sllo^Ying,  there  ^Yas  no  claimant  in  Olivia's  time  ; 
she  had  searched  for  an  Irish  Jervois  in  vain.  And  if 
there  ^Yas  no  claimant,  how  could  this  paper  be  im- 
portant ?  That  it  was,  Olivia  was  certain,  for  it  cor- 
roborated, she  wrote,  that  which  was  graven  on  the 
monument.  What  monument,  and  what  had  been 
graven  upon  it  ?  Abigel  was  distracted.  What  special 
information  could  be  contained  in  the  ravished  docu- 
ment ?  On  the  threshold  of  a  discovery  she  had  been 
baulked  by  her  own  flesh  and  blood.  With  pleasure 
could  she  have  banged  her  cousin's  head  against  a 
wall.  She  sat  down  and  tried  to  think,  while  Cy 
was  riding  London- wards. 

The  usual  motley  crowd  was  assembled  in  the  ante- 
chambers of  Osmington  House,  awaiting  the  morning 
levee,  when  the  pugilist  appeared  in  the  hall;  and 
the  Spanish  valet,  who  had  backed  him  heavily  in 
the  coming  conflict,  remarked  his  aspect  with  dismay. 
So  did  the  waiting  multitude.  Maraquita  and  Eosina 
had  wrung  a  promise  from  their  lord  of  certain  ear- 
rings in  the  event  of  Cy's  success  ;  and  how  could 
this  haggard  man  be  expected  to  gain  the  day,  whose 
skin  w\as  clammy,  whose  eyes  were  dull  and  blood- 
shot ?  Some  of  the  clients  stole  away  to  warn  other 
patrons.  The  Sprig  of  Myrtle  was  the  favourite ; 
many  had  laid  their  money  on  him,  and  it  behoved 
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them  to  hedge  forthwith.  The  Spanish  valet  was  for 
cross-questioning  the  bruiser.  What  was  up  ?  Was 
his  wind  queer  ?  Did  he  feel  bad  in  his  inside  ? 
But  the  Sprig  cut  short  his  kind  inquiries,  and  vowed 
he  must  see  my  lord.  Certainly  he  should  see  my 
lord  without  delay,  for  he,  too,  was  supposed  to  have 
backed  Cyrus,  and  stood  to  lose  large  sums.  My 
lord  had  been  out  all  night — was  eating  something  now 
preparatory  to  a  snooze.  There  would  be  no  levee.  His 
lordship  would  doubtless  see  his  iwotege  before  he  went 
to  bed.  Of  course  he  would.  Mr.  Smalley  would  be 
good  enough  to  proceed  to  his  lordship's  bed-chamber. 
If  Cyrus  was  worn  and  haggard,  Vere  looked  like 
a  corpse.  His  face  was  as  bloated  as  j)oor  Sheridan's, 
who  was  sliding  headlong  to  the  deuce.  His  features 
were  thickened  by  excess.  Through  the  redness  of 
an  inflamed  cuticle  a  bluish  tint  was  perceptible, 
which  gave  to  his  countenance  a  hue  of  sickly  purple. 
Unless  he  reformed,  and  speedily,  my  lord  was  not 
long  for  this  world,  Cyrus  thought;  and  yet  some 
men's  iron  constitutions  permit  them  to  drag  theii* 
diseased  carcases  for  years  through  the  world,  while 
more  healthy  ones  fall  prone  before  the  Eeaper.  He 
still  wore  the  clothes  of  the  previous  night — nankeen 
breeches,  draggled  and  torn,  and  soiled  silk  stockings. 
His  dark  hair  was  rumpled;  his  shirt  was  stained 
with  wine,  his  coat  with  mud.  In  the  light  of  morn- 
ing he  was  not  an  engaging  spectacle,  as  he  mumbled 
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pepper  sandwiches  and  poured  out,  with  grime- stained 
hand,  a  bumper  of  canelle. 

"  What  the  dash,  dash,  dash,  are  you  doing  here  ?  " 
he  gurgled,  so  soon  as  he  was  aware  of  his  visitor. 
"  A  sprig  of  myrtle  !  You  look  more  like  a  ragweed 
with  those  yellow  gills  !  Don't  you  know,  su'rah, 
that  your  health's  your  fortune  ?  You've  been  drink- 
ing, you  beast.  What  the  dash,  dash,  dash,  can 
Cribb  be  about  ?  You're  all  one — a  set  of  black- 
guards, who  grovel  like  swine  when  our  backs  are 
turned.  What  the  dash,  dash,  do  you  mean  by  it  ? 
Heh?" 

Cy's  impression  was  that  if  some  one  was  a  beast 
and  grovelled  like  a  pig,  it  was  not  he.  In  a  moment 
of  heat  he  wished  he  had  not  come.  Why  should 
he  do  a  kindness  to  this  Mohock  lord,  who,  in  return, 
belched  forth  foul  epithets  ?  But  then  he  remembered 
that  his  lordship  was  not  sober  yet — would  be  more 
civil  and  sensible  after  a  snooze.  And  yet  those  papers 
must  be  handed  over  at  once,  since  he  had  made 
up  his  mind  that  they  were  my  lord's  legitimate 
property.  Meekly  enduring  the  abuse  of  his  patron, 
therefore,  he  produced  from  an  inner  pocket  the 
precious  documents,  and  explained  how  he  had  come 
by  them.  His  cousin  was  a  silly  wench,  whose  fro- 
wardness  my  lord  would  pardon.  Silly  wenches 
could  never  keep  their  fingers  off  locked  cabinets,  any 
more  than  Fatima  could  keep  the  key  out  of  the  lock 
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of  the  blue-chamber  door.  Any  way,  the  papers,  such 
as  they  were,  had  come  into  the  hands  of  their  owner, 
so  all  was  well.  Seeing  that  he  had  acted  loyally, 
his  lordship  would  acquiesce  in  the  postponement  of 
the  combat ;  for  indeed  the  Sprig  felt  qualmish  and 
out  of  sorts — he  who  was  usually  so  robust.  With 
my  lord's  permission  he  would  go  to  the  seaside,  and, 
no  doubt,  would  soon  recover. 

Vere  mumbled  his  sandwiches  and  sipped  his  liqueur 
in  silence,  listening  with  a  nod,  now  and  then,  of 
approval ;  and  the  expression  of  his  eyes  was  sinister, 
as  he  hearkened  to  the  tale  of  the  protege.  So  the 
little  girl  was  up  to  pranks  ?  That  was  natural,  for 
were  not  all  fillies  skittish  ?  The  only  wonder  was 
that  she  had  behaved  well  so  long,  never  bothering  for 
trinkets  or  worrying  for  expensive  ornaments.  It 
was  not  that  which  made  him  wroth.  Although  for 
Pentecost's  sake  the  chit  might  not  be  bullied,  yet  the 
old  woman  must  be  warned  to  look  after  her  grand- 
niece.  Abby's  frowardness  might  imbue  that  sawny 
page  of  Caroline's  with  energy,  rouse  him  to  give 
trouble.  Fearful  of  some  such  thing  happening  some 
day,  my  lord  had  made  one  or  two  feeble  efforts  to 
sweep  him  out  of  existence  ;  but  the  young  fellow  had 
himself  seemed  so  indifferent,  that  it  was  scarce  worth 
while  to  crush  him.  Only  half  an  hour  ago,  when 
the  secretary  was  asked  who  was  waiting  in  the  ante- 
chamber, that  gentleman  had  said  that,  among  a  host 
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of  others,  the  young  man  was  there  whom  the  wayward 
Prmcess  of  Wales  chose  to  cliih  Northallerton;  and  my 
lord,  whose  nerves  were  shaky,  had  given  a  great  start 
that  astonished  the  worthy  man.  What  could  Caro- 
line's page  want  with  Lord  Osmington  ?  A  message  of 
insult,  i^robahly,  from  his  mistress,  to  be  sent  to  the 
Regent  through  the  medium  of  his  crony.  But  now, 
by  the  light  of  Cyrus's  tale,  his  presence  seemed  to 
wear  a  graver  aspect.  Could  he  be  aware  of  the 
meddling  girl's  tricks  ?  Was  he  in  communication 
with  her  ?  It  would  be  well  to  ascertain  this.  My 
lord  doffed  his  hectoring  manner,  therefore,  and  was 
pleased  to  be  satisfied  with  Mr.  Smalley's  conduct. 
He  was  a  most  excellent  and  admirable  young  man, 
worthy  of  patronage.  It  was  provoking  that  his  gills 
should  be  so  yeUow ;  but  the  human  form  is  a  com- 
plicated piece  of  machinery,  liable  to  get  out  of  order 
at  the  least  opportune  moment.  My  lord  would  place 
the  matter  before  the  Pugilistic  Club  in  Bond  Street, 
:and  the  postponement  of  the  grand  event  would  be 
managed  in  spite  of  outcry.  Meanwhile,  would  he 
be  good  enough  to  protrude  his  head  into  the  ante- 
room, and  request  Mr.  Jarvis  the  poet  to  come 
hither  ? 

Now  it  was  Cy's  tm-n  to  start.  Leoline  was  here ! 
Was  my  lord  about  to  tell  him  what  his  ]irotege  had 
done  ?  Not  that  Mr.  Smalley  cared,  for  he  had  only 
>done  what  he  conceived  to  be  right. 


132  ABIGEL   ROWE. 

Lord  Osmington  laughed  a  demon's  laugh,  like  the 
rattling  of  dice,  and  said,  "Never  fear.  Confidences 
are  confidences.  By  the  way,  you've  read  the  docu- 
ments ?  Do  they  contain  any  marvellous  reve- 
lation?" 

Cyrus  blushingly  admitted  that  he  had  read  the 
documents,  which  led  him  to  understand  that  the 
fugitive  James  Christopher  had  had  a  son. 

"Pshaw!  Is  that  all?"  cried  my  lord,  relieved. 
"  That  was  not  denied.  He  had  a  son  who  died  of 
smallpox.     What  fudge  !      Go,  summon  Mr.  Jarvis." 

Before  Cy  was  well  out  of  the  apartment,  Yere 
clutched  the  papers  with  such  feverish  eagerness  as 
to  disconcert  the  pugilist.  He  had  been  rather  hurt 
in  that  his  lordship  had  not  deigned  to  touch  them, 
leaving  the  wan  scraps  where  they  had  been  laid,  as 
if  mere  waste  paper.  Why  then  this  excitement  when 
he  thought  himself  alone  ?  A  heavy  portiere  of 
Eastern  stuff  concealed  the  doorway,  and  Cyrus,  in 
his  preoccupation,  forgot  to  shut  the  door.  My  lord 
gave  a  hasty  "  Ha  !  "  which,  like  the  sharp  crack  of  a 
pistol-shot,  arrested  Cy's  departing  steps.  My  lord's 
indifference  was  assumed.  Did  he  suspect  some- 
thing then  ?  did  he  know  more  than  he  pretended  ? 
"Pho!  pho !  "  he  heard  his  patron  mutter.  "Born 
to  servitude  and  misery,  indeed.  Eubbish  !  What's 
this  ?  There's  more  here  than  that  he  had  a  son ;. 
but.  Heaven  be  praised,  this  fellow  was  too  stupid  to 
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perceive  it.  Not  that  it  matters ;  but  it  is  well  to 
be  cautious.  H'm,  li'm !  "  And  Cyrus,  as  he  went 
upon  his  errand,  began  to  wonder  if  he  had  done  right 
after  all  in  sui-rendering  James  Christopher's  epistle. 
When  in  a  few  moments  he  retm*ned  with  Leoline,  he 
was  astonished  to  perceive  that  his  lordship  had  suc- 
ceeded in  rising,  and  was  leaning  his  brow  upon  the 
mantel-piece.  That  was,  in  itself,  a  natural  proceed- 
ing ;  for  marble  mantels  are  deliciously  cool  to  a 
throbbing  forehead,  so  long  as  the  fire  is  unlighted. 
But  there  had  been  a  fire — at  all  events,  something 
had  been  consumed.  Yere  was  looking  down  with  a 
smirk  of  satisfaction  at  a  heap  of  blackened  ashes  on 
the  hearth.  A  hand-lamp,  which  was  always  left  all 
night  in  my  lord's  chamber,  yet  flickered  on  the  table. 
He  had  destroyed  the  letter  of  the  last  Lord  North- 
allerton, and  also  the  XDitiful  wail  of  James  Christopher 
of  Broagh. 

*^  Leave  us,  my  dear  boy !  "  cried  my  lord,  with  a 
wicked  glitter  in  his  eye  that  boded  mischief;  "but 
don't  go  far  away,  as  I  must  speak  with  you  presently." 
What  did  that  glitter  mean  ?  Cyrus  felt  a  conviction 
that  the  papers  were  more  important  than  he  had 
supposed,  and  that  my  lord  in  destroying  them  had 
got  rid  of  something  which  might  prove  dangerous  to 
himself.  Could  Leoline  really  be  the  dispossessed 
heir  ?  Was  Abigel  right ;  and  he,  blundering  muddle - 
pated   Cyrus,   an    unconscious   agent   in   a   deed   of 
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infamy  ?  Much  as  he  might  hate  Leoline  and  wish 
him  evil,  Cyrus  Smalley  was  not  the  man  to  strike  a 
foe  from  behind.  He  would  pummel  him,  blacken 
his  eyes,  in  open  loyal  warfare,  if  he  were  of  his  own 
size  and  weight;  if  not,  he  would  abhor  him,  but 
refrain  from  smiting.  There  was  something  about 
Lord  Osmington's  attitude  that  required  explanation. 
Did  he  intend  to  lay  violent  hands  on  Leoline  ?  It 
was  by  his  order,  as  Caleb  had  confessed,  that  he 
was  waylaid  on  the  morning  of  the  ridotto.  On  that 
occasion,  Cyrus  had  come  to  the  rescue.  Was  it 
decreed  that  he  must  do  so  once  again?  Was  he 
always  to  be  interfering  on  the  behalf  of  his  enemy  ? 
Cyrus  remained  behind  the  portiere,  burning  to  Imow 
more,  wondering  what  he  ought  to  do  if  his  lordship 
meant  foul  play  ? 

But  Vere  was  as  polite  to  Mr.  Jarvis  as  he  had 
been  to  Mr.  Smalley.  "  Pray  come  in,  young  sir  !  " 
he  cried;  ''I  must  call  you  sir,  though  you  were  a 
blacksmith's  apprentice,  now  you're  so  fine  a  gentle- 
man. I  forget  and  beg  pardon  :  my  lord,  I  think  ? 
Have  you  not  changed  your  two  syllables  for  four  ?  " 

Leoline  looked  confused.  ''Not  by  my  desire,"  he 
said. 

"  Oh !  Then  you  don't  lay  claim  to  the  extinct 
earldom  ?    You  are  not  such  a  fool  as  I  thought !  " 

"It  is  not  extinct,  but  dormant,"  replied  haughty 
Leoline.     ''I  told  you  once  before,  my  lord,  that  I 
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am  Earl  of  Northallerton;  and  I  said  at  the  same 
time  that  in  this  world  I  never  expected  to  he  recog- 
nized as  such." 

"  What  a  pity !  "  scoffed  Vere.  "  Might  I  inquire 
what  3'ou  want  of  me  ?  " 

"What,  indeed!  "  replied  the  youth.  "  A  helpless 
child,  I  threw  myself  on  your  generosity,  and  you 
behaved  like  a  devil !  You  did  your  best  to  keep 
me  down ;  to  chain  me  within  so  limited  a  sphere 
as  would  prevent  my  ever  being  dangerous.  I  want 
nothing  from  you,  except  that  which  is  my  own." 

"  Ha,  ha  !  "  laughed  Yere.  "  The  estates  in  York- 
shire, I  sujDpose,  and  a  farm  or  two  in  Lancashire ; 
or  will  your  worship  leave  me  the  farm  or  two  ? 
I'm  not  so  proud  as  you,  and  will  crave  a  favour. 
Y'onder  is  a  brush.  Will  you  be  so  good  as  to  sweep 
those  ashes  a  little  further  back — that  chimney's 
plaguy  draughty,  and  will  blow  them  into  the  room  ?" 

Leoline  bit  his  lip  and  drew  himself  up,  but  com- 
posed his  temper  with  an  effort.  The  ungenerous 
usurper  of  his  rights  persisted  in  treating  him  as  a 
menial — unworthy  spite  !  My  lord  was  enchanted  by 
his  indignant  look.  This  interview  was  infinitely  to 
be  preferred  to  pepper  sandwiches ;  w^as  more  enter- 
taining than  tiffs  with  Maraquita  and  Eosina.  It  was 
churHsh,  though,  to  refuse  to  touch  those  ashes. 

"  What  may  be  your  wish  then,  since  you  will  not 
accept  of  the  estates  ?  '* 
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*'  My  royal  mistress  is  about  to  leave  England," 
Leoline  explained.  "  I  do  not  know,  as  yet,  whether 
I  accompany  her  Eoyal  Highness ;  whether  I  do  or 
not,  I  would  wish  to  repossess  that  which  I  gave  you 
long  ago,  all  that  remains  to  me  of  my  dearest  mother 
except  a  valueless  seal." 

*'You  gave  me!"  echoed  Vere.  "I  thought  the 
gifts  were  all  on  my  side !  " 

"  Her  marriage  lines,"  Leoline  said  in  a  low  voice. 
**  It  can  do  you  no  harm  to  let  me  have  them  back." 

"I  am  sorry,"  returned  Vere,  dryly;  "but  that 
most  valuable  certificate  has  been  stolen." 

"  Stolen !  " 

"  By  a  young  friend  of  yours.  Miss  Abigel  Kowe. 
I  only  learnt  the  fact  just  now." 

Lord  Osmington  leaned  forward  in  his  chair  and 
scrutinized  the  lineaments  of  Leoline.  Surprise — 
real  surprise,  was  all  that  could  be  read  upon  his  face. 
There  was  no  conspiracy  betwixt  him  and  the  girl. 
Yet  surely  she  could  not  be  working  by  herself? 
Perhaps  she  was  grubbing  about  out  of  feminine 
curiosity,  without  a  definite  object.  No ;  or  why  had 
she  taken  the  marriage  certificate  out  of  Lady  Olivia's 
chest,  where  it  had  been  idly  dropped  by  Vere  no 
matter  how  long  since  ?  It  was  all  very  intricate,  and 
incomprehensible. 

**  Your  father  was  a  soldier,  if  I  remember  right  ?  " 
Vere  inquired,  with  a  yawn.     "Estimable  creatures, 
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soldiers.  And  liis  father — what  was  he  ?  A  sailor, 
perhaps,  or  a  tinker,  or  a  ploughboy,  or  a  thief?  You 
don't  know  ?  You  really  and  truly  don't  know  ?  How 
funny  not  to  know  one's  grandfather,  and  an  earl 
too ! " 

"  Alas !  I  do  not  know.  Do  you  ?  "  Leoline  said 
quickly. 

"Faugh!  Such  scum!"  cried  Vere,  with  an  as- 
sumption of  ineffable  contempt.  "It  is  out  of  my 
power,  you  see,  to  give  you  what  you  ask.  Better 
apply  to  Miss  Eowe,  I  think ;  and  when  you  write, 
please  beg  her  to  steal  nothing  more.  Thieves  are 
inconvenient  in  a  house.  A  pleasant  trip  abroad, 
my  lord  Northallerton.  Your  most  obedient  servant. 
Smalley,  come  hither  !  " 

When  Cyrus  entered.  Lord  Osmington  was  per- 
forming an  elaborate  mock  reverence,  while  the  evil 
ghtter  still  shone  out  of  his  eyes. 

"  Show  the  gentleman  out,"  he  said,  "  and  then 
return." 

"  Neither  my  honour  nor  my  honours  are  at 
stake,"  he  announced  to  his  reflection  in  the  glass, 
with  a  yawn,  as  he  began  to  prepare  for  bed.  "  The 
fool  knows  really  nothing,  and  never  will.  What  can 
have  taken  the  little  girl  to  make  her  so  eccentric  ? 
Can  she  be  enamom'ed  of  his  heaiix  yeux  ?  That  must 
be  it.  I  wish  she  had  remained,  for  I  miss  her  genial 
presence  sorely.     Eosina  is  too  outrageous:  must  be 
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got  rid  of — a  grasping  little  Jew.  I'll  clear  them  all 
out,  and  have  back  Abigel.  I  will,  though  she  does 
pilfer  papers.  She'll  want  coaxing,  the  slut,  out  of 
her  sulks.  It's  rather  entertaining  to  coax  little  dar- 
lings. I'll  go  myself  and  mollify  her.  What  airs,  as 
of  a  princess  !  My  lady  Hertford  is  not  more  magni- 
ficent." At  thought  of  Abigel's  sharp  ways  and 
superb  imperious  gestures,  Lord  Osmington  laughed  in 
high  good  humour  as  he  tied  the  strings  of  his  night- 
cap. *' Who's  that?  Oh,  you,  Smalley.  After  thinking 
the  matter  over  I've  resolved  that  you  must  return  to 
Stratton.  Go  on  with  your  training,  as  if  nothing  had 
happened,  and  if  you  should  see  any  more  nocturnal 
chicanery,  just  let  me  know.     Do  you  hear  ?  " 

"Eeturn  to  Stratton!"  exclaimed  Cyrus,  taken 
aback.  How  could  he  return  and  face  his  cousin  ? 
The  interview  between  my  lord  and  Leoline  had 
opened  his  eyes.  My  lord  knew  a  vast  deal  more  than 
he  pretended;  there  was  no  doubt  of  it.  A  half- 
developed  fear  lurked  under  his  malignant  banter. 
My  lord  was  afraid  of  Leoline,  and  there  was  some 
secret  hidden  in  the  letters.  How  friendly  to  have 
invited  the  youth  to  sweep  up  the  ashes  of  his  own 
hopes  !  What  could  it  be  that  gave  such  special  import 
to  the  documents,  in  my  lord's  eyes  ?  How  stupid  of 
a  blundering  but  well-meaning  yeoman  to  have  mixed 
himself  in  this  !  Abigel's  anger  and  contempt  would 
be  justified,  and  he   could  only  kneel  in  the  dust. 
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confessing  liis  sins,  imploring  forgiveness, — a  nice 
position  for  a  lover.  A  lover !  What  was  the  use  of 
trying  to  reconjure  the  delusion?  Leoline  was  pre- 
ferred, or  why  should  she  roam  in  the  night  on  his 
])ehalf?  She  never  would  do  as  much  for  Cyrus! 
Leohne  the  willowy  and  slim,  with  absurdly  narrow 
shoulders,  was  the  favoured  swain;  and  Cy  was  j)erfectly 
justified  in  execrating  Leoline. 

On  reflection,  he  could  not  blame  himself  for  what 
he  had  done.  From  his  own  point  of  view,  it  was 
lawful  and  right  to  prevent  an  inexperienced  and 
impulsive  girl  from  using,  on  behalf  of  an  impostor, 
documents  out  of  Lord  Osmington's  cabinet,  in 
Lord  Osmington's  library.  But  what  if  it  were 
Leoline's  library  ?  A  field  of  conjecture  was  opened 
out,  that  set  the  brain  of  the  iDugilist  reeling.  Those 
accusing  ashes  on  the  hearth  made  him  feel  so 
humble,  that  he  was  prepared  to  do  as  he  was  bid 
henceforth,  rather  than  trust  to  his  own  judgment 
any  more.  And  yet  to  return  to  the  presence  of  the 
loved  one,  who  not  only  didn't  love  in  return,  but  was 
bursting  with  fire  and  fury,  was  a  direful  prospect. 
Was  not  so  heavy  a  punishment  in  undue  proportion 
to  the  sin  ?  My  lord  was  peremptory  as  to  his  im- 
mediate return  to  Yorkshire,  so  there  was  nothing  for 
it  but  obedience.  Cribb  was  coming  up  to  town  by 
coach,  not  being  accustomed  to  the  saddle.  Cy  was 
to  ride  that  very  day,  stop  Cribb,  and  take  him  back 
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to  the  town  of  Stratton-on-the-Fosse ;  and  must 
make  his  peace  with  Abigel  as  best  he  might.  Lord 
Osmington  would  be  journeying  thither  himself  in  a 
week  or  so,  and  a  room  or  two  must  be  got  ready  for 
his  reception.  Cy  would  be  good  enough  to  occupy 
himself  with  this  without  delay,  and  leave  his  patron 
to  his  slumbers,  conveying  a  message  to  the  valet  ere 
he  went,  that  my  lord  was  to  be  called  at  six,  and 
that  twenty  guests  were  to  be  found  to  dinner. 

"  Yes  ;  I  will  go  up  there  myself,"  muttered  Vere, 
as  he  drew  the  clothes  over  his  shoulders.  '^  My  head 
aches  damnably.  I'll  go  and  blow  up  Pentecost, 
who  is  growing  too  old  to  attend  to  things.  And  I'll 
coax  that  tetchy  niece  to  forget  and  forgive,  and 
assume  the  chatelaine.  Nobody  makes  tea  as  well 
as  she  does.  It  won't  do  to  have  her  poking  about. 
She  might  drop  by  accident  on  something  else.  Not 
that  there  is  anything  else.  How  to  be  sure  of  that, 
though  ?  Who  could  have  told  that  those  infernal 
letters  still  existed  ?  Koger  Jarvis  !  Ha,  ha  !  Koger 
Jarvis.  As  dead  as  a  door-nail  is  Master  Eoger, 
thank  goodness,  and  as  silent.  We've  heard  the  last 
of  him.'' 


(  1^1  ) 


CHAPTEE    VI. 

"  VENUS    VICTRIX?" 

Meanwhile  things  were  going  no  better  with  our 
royalties.  When  the  brilHant  ball  is  over,  the  garish 
sun  creeps  in  and  touches  with  searching  rays  the 
crushed  flowers,  scraps  of  tarlatane,  torn  ribbons  ; 
and  we  long  for  the  advent  of  the  housemaid  to 
sweep  away  the  rubbish.  The  festivities  were  over 
in  honour  of  the  Allies,  and  the  smart  uniforms  were 
packed  in  silver  paper,  the  cocked  hats  and  swords 
relegated  to  slumber  in  their  cases.  Some  people 
began  to  think  that  rejoicings  were  premature,  to 
doubt  whether  the  Corsican  would  remain  quietly  on 
his  isle  of  Elba  because  he  had  been  whipped  and 
told  to  be  good.  Even  the  Eegent,  who  loved  splen- 
dour and  display,  was  relieved  when  the  time  came 
to  say  good-bye,  for  he  lived  in  mortal  terror  of  the 
hete  noire — was  in  constant  dread  of  some  new  annoy- 
ance. The  fickle  mob  grew  tii*ed  of  glitter.  The 
hirsute  Platoff  ceased  to  amuse  the  rabble  ;  the  thick- 
set, awkward  Blucher  was  voted  a  loutish  bore  ;  even 
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polite  Alexander  was  iDronounced  undignified.  It  was 
time  the  guests  should  go,  lest  they  should  outstay 
their  welcome ;  for  the  public  mind  began  to  occupy 
itself  again  with  home  matters — the  marriage  pro- 
spects of  Charlotte,  and  the  departure  of  her  mother 
for  the  Continent. 

Several  results  of  importance  followed  that  un- 
rehearsed effect  in  the  auditorium  of  his  Majesty's 
Opera-house.  Caroline,  baulked  and  angry,  wrote 
as  usual  to  the  Morning  Chronicle,  stating  that  Eng- 
land was  made  too  hot  for  her  by  enemies ;  that 
if  she  only  had  wings  she  would  fly  away  like  a 
dove  and  be  at  rest ;  that  her  lacerated  heart  required 
peace  which  was  only  to  be  found  in  a  desert. 
She  worried  Mr.  Whitbread,  teased  Mr.  Brougham, 
made  Mr.  Canning's  life  like  bran  in  the  mouth  to 
him ;  till  they  one  and  all  confessed  that,  being  no 
longer  useful,  she  was  indeed  a  dreadful  woman,  to  be 
got  rid  of  as  soon  as  might  be.  As  Charlotte  had 
foreseen,  the  projected  exodus  found  little  favour  with 
the  nation.  People  were  ashamed  to  think  that  their 
future  King  had  been  so  harsh  to  his  wife  that  she 
could  not  even  dwell  in  the  same  country ;  they  were 
hurt  that  she  should  display  such  alacrity  in  turning 
her  broad  back  upon  her  adopted  home.  What  did 
she  want  among  the  mounseers  ?  The  English  had 
been  so  long  at  war  that  all  mounseers  were  looked 
upon  with  distrust.     It  was  all  very  well  to  get  up 
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fetes  in  honour  of  one  or  two  of  them,  and,  clapping 
them  on  the  shoukler,  call  them  fine  fellows.  In  his 
heart  of  hearts  John  Bull  despised  his  guests,  and 
deemed  them  capable  of  any  treachery.  Meetings 
were  held  to  protest  against  the  departure  of  the 
martyr,  and  she,  who  had  writhed  under  daily  growl- 
ing neglect,  was  charmed  with  the  sensation  she  had 
made.  She  really  was  anxious  to  be  gone,  and  having 
started  her  hare,  was  capable  of  running  him  down 
with  obstinate  energy. 

The  more  x^eople  objected  to  her  going  the  more 
she  was  resolved  to  go.  Whitbread  and  Brougham 
had  so  cooled  that  she  could  no  longer  trust  their 
counsels.  The  two  elder  Sapios  robbed  her  now  and 
stole  her  spoons,  without  a  semblance  of  disguise. 
She  was  th-ed  of  the  Yauxhall  fiddlers,  and  longed  to 
form  another  Comus  cohort  of  a  still  more  discredit- 
able gi*ade.  Parliament  being  consulted  did  its  best 
to  change  her  purpose.  On  the  question  of  money 
being  brought  forward,  a  pension  of  ^50,000  w^as 
assigned  to  her  if  she  would  consent  to  remain  in  Eng- 
land, which  was  to  be  diminished  to  £35,000  if  she 
persisted  in  going  abroad.  With  alacrity  she  accepted 
the  smaller  sum,  and  began  to  pack  her  trunks. 

The  unrehearsed  effect  had,  as  might  be  supposed, 
exasperated  the  unfortunate  Eegent  to  the  highest 
possible  degree.  He  had  grown  used  to  be  shown 
in  a  false  light  to  the  populace,  and  accepted  his 
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untoward  fate;  but  to  be  made  to  look  like  a  fool 
before  the  crowned  heads  !  Surely  that  might  have 
been  spared  him.  It  was  all  very  well  to  have 
promised  Mrs.  Fitzherbert,  in  a  sentimental  moment, 
to  be  benignant  and  long-suffering.  Even  she — meek 
seraph  fit  for  heaven — would  have  been  choleric  had 
she  witnessed  the  distressful  scene.  Poor  George 
never  posed  as  an  angel — not  he, — but  as  a  man  who 
had  had  his  share  of  life's  buffets;  as  an  ordinary 
pilgrim  on  life's  rugged  road  who  had  cut  his  feet 
with  the  stones,  had  tumbled  down  and  picked  him- 
self up  again,  just  as  you  and  I  do,  my  brethren. 
During  that  pathetic  interview  with  the  old  love,  he 
had  declared  plaintively  that  he  was  always  kind  to 
those  who  were  kind  to  him';  had  plainly  hinted  that 
the  turning  of  the  other  cheek  was  absurd  in'practice ; 
was  even  so  abandoned  as  to  admit  sometimes  that 
the  other-cheek  theory  was  beyond  his  compre- 
hension. A  pretty  thing  !  After  Adam's  fall  the 
birds  and  beasts  began  to  bark  and  bite,  and  it 
became  their  nature  to  do  so.  To  hold  your  own  in 
a  naughty  world  you  have  to  push  and  struggle  and 
scratch.  A  nice  figure  you  would  make  if  you  stood 
in  the  middle  of  the  road  turning  the  other  cheek  ! 
The  theory  was  ridiculous  and  transcendental — a 
condition  for  visionaries  to  dream  of,  not  for  human 
men  and  women  to  put  into  practice.  Are  we  not 
to  hold  our  own  ?    not  to  push   and  kick  in  the 
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general  scrimmage  ?  What  would  the  lawj'ers  do 
— the  pettifogging  attorneys,  the  legal  vultures — if 
we  were  always  to  exhibit  that  cheek?  The  Prince 
of  Wales  did  not  x)rofess  to  he  any  better  than  his 
neighbours.  If  people  struck  him  he  would  hit  back 
as  hard  as  he  could.  Was  it  his  fault  that,  because 
a  misguided  woman  of  no  education  ate  an  apple 
once,  all  the  beasts  will  bark  and  bite  ?  As  George 
reflected  npon  Caroline  and  her  ill-timed  curtsyings 
and  cheeses,  his  hatred  of  her  became  physical  suffer- 
ing. Ministers  preached  that  he  must  grin,  and  bear 
her  blows.  It  is  so  easy  for  those  to  preach  who  are 
not  buffeted.  In  the  presence  of  the  royalties  he  tried 
to  look  as  if  he  was  amused  b}^  her  conduct,  but  in  his 
private  sanctum,  among  the  blue  velvet  couches  and 
Chinese  lanterns,  the  bitterness  of  his  soul  found  vent, 
and  he  threw  about  the  furniture,  cursing  the  Dreadful 
Woman — herself  and  all  that  was  hers.  He  raved 
and  babbled  of  divorce ;  he  always  did  when  specially 
ruffled.  He  would  have  the  doings  at  *'  Trou  Madame''' 
investigated ;  he  would  be  shown  in  a  false  light  no 
more.  A  fig  for  mob  and  ministers  !  The  gulled  and 
hoodwinked  populace  should  see  of  what  base  clay  the 
idol  was  made,  which  in  their  besotted  ignorance  they 
chose  to  worship.  What?  The  many-headed  were 
uneasy,  were  they  ?  Pervaded  by  revolutionary  prin- 
ciples ;  unprepared  for  more  exposures  ?  He  could 
not  help  that.  The  throne  and  crown  might  go.  A 
VOL.  n.  32 
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man  is  a  man,  and  cannot  endure  more  than  a  given 
amount  of  provocation.  Eevolution  or  no  revolution,  he 
would  show  up  that  woman,  procure  a  divorce,  be  free. 
Thus  did  the  Grand  Signor,  erst  Florizel  the  for- 
tunate and  beautiful,  pour  forth  his  griefs  into  the 
ears  of  sympathizing  friends — Hertfords,  Yarmouth, 
Alvanley.  But  while  they  sympathized,  they  could  not 
approve  his  plans.  My  lord  Osmington,  who,  care- 
less and  profligate,  was  a  man  of  the  world,  and 
judged  its  doings  as  part  and  parcel  of  itself,  took  up 
his  parable  and  spake.  No  ministers,  he  argued, 
would  help  him  to  cut  his  own  throat,  to  heap  more 
ordure  upon  the  already  dabbled  ermine.  They  had 
certain  trusts  confided  to  their  keeping  which  they 
were  bound  to  guard.  It  was  their  distinct  duty  to 
prevent  his  doing  anything  that  would  jeopardize  the 
throne.  Divorce  indeed !  The  orgies  at  "  Troit 
Madame'''  might  be  very  shocking.  So  were  the  earlier 
orgies  with  Sir  Sydney  Smith  and  Captain  Manby. 
Long-headed  ministers  then — Grenville,  Ellenborough, 
and  the  rest — though  satisfied  in  their  own  consciences, 
were  afraid  to  give  a  verdict.  ("Why  recur  to  that 
fiasco  ?  "  the  Eegent  groaned.)  The  present  case  was 
a  parallel  one.  Caroline  might  be  shown  in  her  true 
colours,  but  she  would  retaliate.  Were  his  own  hands 
clean — any  cleaner  than  those  of  all  the  others  who 
had  by  general  agreement  expunged  a  certain  com- 
mandment ?    To  neglect   your  own  wife  and  make 
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love  to  your  neighbour's,  was  one  of  the  rules  of 
fashionable  society,  and  had  been  time  out  of 
mind.  That  was  well  and  good.  But  he  who  was  to 
babble  of  divorce  with  dignity  must  be  able  himself 
to  display  a  certain  amount  of  spotlessness — a  rare 
condition  of  whiteness,  which  people  talked  about  and 
professed  to  admire,  but  very  seldom  saw.  He,  the 
Grand  Signor,  who  did  not  pretend  to  possess  Chris- 
tian virtues,  was  unable  to  flutter  forth  in  a  white 
robe.  In  showing  up  the  hete  noire,  would  he  not  also 
be  showing  up  himself?  Besides,  why  fuss  about 
divorce,  unless  he  was  anxious  to  take  another  wife  ? — 
a  ridiculous  folly,  of  which  my  lord  Osmington  would 
not  insult  his  chief  by  deeming  him  capable.  Mar- 
riage was  an  absurd  but  unpleasant  trap — a  gin,  a 
pitfall,  which  it  behoved  the  wary  to  avoid.  Indeed, 
for  his  part,  my  lord  Osmington  was  of  opinion  that 
single  blessedness  ought  to  be  taxed  as  the  greatest  of 
human  luxuries.  The  only  object  of  matrimony  was 
to  provide  heirs.  Well ;  there  was  an  heiress,  the 
Princess  Charlotte,  a  great  girl  in  perfect  health,  with 
the  constitution  of  a  milkmaid.  What  more  could 
the  Eegent  require  ?  Indeed,  by  his  querulous  plaints 
he  was  tempting  Providence  (here  my  lord  assumed 
the  manner  of  a  preacher  in  a  pulpit),  and  it  would 
serve  him  right  if  retribution  fell  upon  his  jasey. 
The  Dreadful  Woman  had  for  years  been  a  thorn. 
That  was  not  denied.     But  now  that  of  her  own  free 
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will  she  was  about  to  remove  herself  out  of  his  flesh, 
was  it  not  a  time  for  joy  rather  than  howling  ?  If 
his  dear  friend  would  take  the  worldly-wise  advice  of 
a  roue,  who  knew  a  thing  or  two,  he  would  hold  his 
tongue  and  accej)t  events  with  pious  gratitude.  The 
woman  wanted  to  go.  Let  her,  by  all  means.  Give 
her  rope  enough  to  hang  herself,  and  be  thankful  to 
see  her  swing.  Thus  my  lord  Osmington ;  and  when 
he  had  concluded,  a  buzz  of  admiration  escaped  from 
the  lips  of  the  circle. 

He  was  right.  Jovial  Frederick  slapped  his  fat 
thigh,  and  wondered,  by  Jove,  where  he  got  his  powers 
of  reasoning.  It  was  as  true  as  print.  Demmy,  it 
was,  by  jingo.  George  confessed  he  was  right,  but 
declined  to  believe  that  she  was  really  going,  until 
she  was  gone.  This  might  be  some  new  snare.  It 
was  too  good  to  be  true.  When  she  was  safe  across 
the  water,  then  he  would  sing  and  jubilate.  A  pru- 
dent person  counts  not  his  chickens  before  they  are 
hatched,  or  cries  till  he's  out  of  the  wood.  So  far  it 
was  all  very  well,  but  there  were  other  matters  that 
vexed  the  Eegent  sorely,  matters  which  he  did  not 
choose  to  discuss  with  the  cronies.  It  was  a  deplorable 
circumstance  that  between  himself  and  his  daughter 
there  should  exist  that  barrier  of  mutual  distrust.  He 
knew  that  in  some  things  she  saw  with  Iher  mother's 
eyes,  that  she  insisted  on  beholding  the  martyr's 
halo.     Whatever  her  own   opinions    might  be,  the 


*'  VENUS    VICTRIX  *?  "  149 

Princess  revolted  at  hearing  her  mother  abused  before 
lier  face.  The  Prince  of  Wales  was  always  so  full  of 
his  grievances  that  he  could  not  hel^j  cursing  Caroline 
in  the  presence  of  Charlotte,  and  the  latter,  out  of 
proud  contrariness,  took  her  mother's  part.  Hence 
the  Prince  believed  the  maternal  influence  to  be 
greater  than  it  was.  The  letters  the  mother  wrote 
were  most  reprehensible ;  the  scrawled  advice  that 
had  been  found  in  the  paii*  of  shoes  was  deplorably 
mischievous  ;  and  then  there  was  that  blue-eyed  page, 
who  was  always  hanging  about  the  premises.  What 
could  he  be  there  for  ?  Certainly  no  good.  The  utter 
failm'e  of  the  Eegent  to  enforce  his  will  upon  the  girl 
rankled  deeply  in  his  mind,  the  more  that  in  her  suc- 
cessful obstinacy  he  beheld  a  triumph  of  the  foe.  On 
the  subject  of  Orange  she  had  shilly-shallied ;  had 
provoked  her  mother,  displeased  her  father ;  had  said 
she  would  and  then  that  she  wouldn't ;  had  behaved 
like  a  wayward  hussy.  He  had  distinctly  promised 
the  old  love  to  eschew  tyranny;  but  then  the  other 
adviser  at  Hertford  House  held  strait-laced  views 
regarding  daughters.  By  flying  in  her  father's  face 
she  held  up  that  father  to  ridicule.  She  was  tm-bu- 
ient  and  inclined  to  rebellion.  Witness  her  attitude 
on  the  question  of  governesses  some  time  since.  A 
self-willed  girl  of  eighteen  should  be  brought  to  her 
bearings.  Her  Majesty  the  Queen  had  often  said  as 
much.      If  her   Majesty   the    Queen   had    not  been 
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happy  in  the  management  of  her  own  daughters,  that 
was  neither  here  nor  there.  The  Princess  was  obsti- 
nate, was  badly  advised,  and  but  too  ready  to  act  on 
bad  advice.  Those  about  her  were  partly  to  blame 
for  this.  The  Duchess  of  Leeds  was  a  weak,  well- 
meaning  idiot.  Miss  Knight,  the  has  hleii,  was  always- 
too  busy  over  odes  and  plays  to  keep  vigilant  watch 
over  the  young  lady.  Perhaps  it  would  be  well  again 
to  change  her  household,  to  surround  her  with  less 
sleepy  dragons.  The  counsel  was  good,  and  worth  a 
trial;  weighty,  too,  coming  as  it  did  from  the  Queen  and 
from  his  friend,  and  it  jumped  moreover  with  the  incli- 
nations of  the  Eegent.  He  would  not  be  tyrannical, 
nor  force  his  daughter's  inclinations,  but  he  would 
see  that  she  was  removed  from  incompetent  hands, 
as  behoved  an  affectionate  papa.  But  the  Princess- 
Charlotte,  herself  suspicious  of  evil,  altogether  declined 
to  entertain  the  Regent's  wishes.  She  was  of  age,  she 
kept  repeating.  What  next,  indeed !  Not  content 
with  cruelly  ill-treating  mamma  and  bullying  his 
child,  he  wished  now  to  deprive  the  latter  of  such  few 
friends  as  she  possessed,  and  surround  her  with  his 
own  creatures — spies,  who  would  report  every  action, 
watch  every  movement.  Change  her  fograms,  when 
she  had  grown  used  to  them !  Was  ever  anything  so 
outrageous  ?  "Will  he  never  comprehend,"  she  cried, 
*'that  my  nature  is  one  to  be  worked  on  easily  by 
kindness,  not  at  all  by  oppression  ?    I  am  eighteen. 
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fit  to  reign  if  need  were,  no  longer  to  be  repressed 
and  treated  like  an  infant.  Does  he  wish  to  make  me 
detest  him  ?  "  It  was  to  be  a  trial  of  will  between 
father  and  daughter.  She  was  no  more  inclined 
than  he  to  turn  the  other  cheek,  so  they  set  their 
teeth  and  prepared  to  bark  and  bite,  just  like  the 
lower  animals. 

Miss  Knight,  who  loved  her  charge,  and  was  an 
upright,  clever  woman,  flew  across  the  yard  to 
Carlton  House,  and  expostulated.  She  was  always 
flying  across  and  expostulating,  that  rawboned, 
weariful  female.  AVhat  did  she  mean  by  talking  of 
repression?  the  Eegent  inquired.  During  the  fetes 
had  not  the  Princess  been  presented,  been  permitted 
to  show  herself  ?  Had  she  not  even  given  little  teas 
in  her  nunnery,  and  made  eyes  at  Leopold  of  Saxe- 
Coburg,  the  lyrotege  of  Alexander  ?  It  was  very 
naughty  to  have  received  young  men  in  that  virginal 
but  gaunt  dwelling.  The  Eegent  was  shocked,  and 
so  was  Jovial  Frederick,  at  such  brazenness.  It  was 
all  Miss  Ejiight's  fault,  whose  views  were  not  suffi- 
ciently strict ;  who,  doubtless,  encouraged  her  charge 
in  bad  behaviom-,  and  taught  her  to  leer  and  ogle. 
Lad}"  Hertford  was  wise  m  her  covert  advice,  and 
so  was  the  Queen.  The  establishment  must  be  upset — 
placed  on  a  sterner  basis.  If  the  maid  wanted  freedom, 
why  not  marry  Orange — a  nice  young  man,  a  most 
eligible  match  ?     She  must  understand  that  it  behoved 
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a  princess  to  do  what  she  was  told ;  and  so  forth — 
zuid  so  weiter — the  usual  catalogue. 

Far  be  it  from  me  to  defend  the  Grand  Signor.  He 
had  no  business  to  sit  upon  his  daughter.  Men, 
neither  fathers  nor  husbands,  should  never  sit  upon 
young  ladies.  The  broils  which  took  up  the  time  of 
the  royal  family  at  this  juncture  were  due  to  want 
of  tact  on  the  part  of  both  belligerents.  And  now 
I  come  to  think  of  it,  I  am  reminded  of  an  occult 
spirit  of  antagonism  which  obtains  sometimes  be- 
tween even  the  nearest  relations — oftener  between 
persons  who  are  not  closely  allied.  It  is  a  strange 
fact,  but  undoubtedly  a  fact,  that  two  persons,  who 
apart  are  no  worse  than  the  rest  of  us,  may  exert 
over  each  other  a  magnetic  influence  for  evil.  You 
may  perceive  the  working  of  the  principle  sometimes 
in  ill-assorted  couples.  A,  the  husband,  is  the  best 
of  fellows — open-hearted,  cheery,  kind.  B,  the  wife, 
is  ditto.  But  when  the  pair  are  together  these  good 
qualities  wither,  shrivel  away,  give  place  to  their 
antitheses.  A  complains  that  B  can  be  agreeable  to 
every  man  but  himself.  B  insists  that  by  his  own 
fireside  A  is  an  insufferable  companion.  The  prodigy 
has  been  explained  in  many  ways.  It  has  been 
argued  that  mortals  must  have  dull,  cross  moments ; 
that  you  can't  be  always  at  your  best;  that  if  you 
lay  yourself  out  to  please  Dick  and  Tom,  a  feeling 
of  exhaustion  follows,   which    you    reserve    for  the 
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privacy  of  home.  But  this  is  no  explanation.  Have 
you  not  been  yourself  aware,  sir  or  madam,  of  a  curious 
feeling  in  the  presence  of  some  other  person  which 
it  has  puzzled  you  to  analyze  ? — a  sense  that,  how- 
ever much  you  may  respect  and  esteem  that  other 
person,  you  cannot  be  at  your  best  in  his  presence  ? 
The  good  seems  to  ooze  out  of  you  when  he  is  in  the 
room.  You  say  perverse  things  which  astonish  your- 
self, and  you  know  that,  in  spite  of  a  desire  to  be 
otherwise,  you  are  unamiable.  Every  one  must  have 
felt  this  at  some  time,  who  takes  the  trouble  to  dissect 
his  sensations.  To  a  certain  extent  it  may  have  been 
thus  with  Charlotte  and  her  papa,  independent  of 
Caroline's  machinations.  Many  people  who  live  in 
close  contact  all  their  lives  never  learn  to  comprehend 
each  other.  In  the  case  of  these  two,  however,  there 
wxre  sufficient  extraneous  causes  to  account  for  their 
uncomfortable  attitude.  A  breach  delved  by  distrust 
is  ever  widening,  till  in  time  it  becomes  antipathy. 

When  the  autocrat  of  Eussia  was  about  to  depart, 
he  called  at  the  nunnery  to  say  adieu,  and  good- 
naturedly  attempted  to  patch  up  the  Orange  quarrel. 
He  might  as  well  have  chattered  to  the  wind,  and 
said  as  much  to  his  royal  host  during  leave-taking. 
The  Eegent  grimaced  and  bowled,  and  shrugged  his 
shoulders.  "What  would  they  think  of  him?  What 
comic  tales  would  they  relate  of  the  husband  who 
was  openly  bearded  by  his  wife,  of  the  father  who 


154  ABIGEL   KOWE. 

was  flouted  by  a  girl?  They  would  desj^ise  him; 
they  would  despise  England  and  her  institutions. 
The  Eussians,  of  course,  kept  knouts  at  home  for  the 
correction  of  their  women  folk.  Bluif  old  Blucher 
was  not  one  to  be  henpecked.  Oh,  how  they  must 
despise  him ! 

As  soon  as  they  were  gone,  decks  were  cleared  for 
action.  Such  a  state  of  things  could  not  be  allowed 
to  continue.  For  the  honour  of  his  manhood  it 
must  be  made  evident  who  was  master.  A  peremp- 
tory command  was  issued  for  the  Princess  and  her 
governess  to  come  across  the  yard.  Governess  !  Hate- 
ful word.  The  Princess  intrenched  herself  behind 
the  megrims.  She  was  too  unwell,  and  declined  the 
invitation  of  papa.  "Where  was  Doctor  Baillie? 
Would  he  be  good  enough  to  step  across  to  Warwick 
House  and  see  if  the  lady  was  ill  ?  Baillie  stepped 
across,  and  came  back  again.  The  lady  was  quite 
well  enough  to  come  if  she  chose — was  suffering  from 
nervousness  and  tantrums.  Oh,  indeed!  The  dis- 
obedient minx!  And  Miss  Knight,  of  course,  was 
applying  hartshorn,  and  bidding  her  not  to  mind. 
The  Prince's  blood  was  up  !  It  behoveth  not  man 
to  war  against  women.  The  pretty  darlings  ought 
to  have  it  their  own  way.  In  truth,  they  generally 
did  with  honest  George ;  but  this  time  the  British 
Lion  was  fairly  roused,  and  he  roared  across  the  yard 
for  the  minx  to  come  to  him.     Really,  she  replied,. 
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she  was  too  ill,  too  overcome,  too  liysterical;  had 
the  vapoui's  and  an  acute  pang  in  her  knee.  We 
all  know  about  Mahomet  and  the  mountain.  The 
Prince  buttoned  his  frogged  surtout  and  arranged  his 
wig  in  the  glass,  and  stepped  himself  across  the  yard. 
But  he  knew  better  than  to  trust  himself  in  the 
presence  of  irate  females  without  witnesses.  What 
witness  so  imposing  as  a  bishop  ?  Once  before  he 
had  taken  a  Chancellor — without  effect.  Surely  the 
hussy  must  respect  the  Church !  The  Bishop  of 
Salisbury  fluttered  also  across  the  yard,  and  for  three 
awful  quarters  of  an  hour  the  couple  locked  them- 
selves in  and  deliberately  sat  upon  the  Princess. 
Pra}^  do  not  suppose  that  they  used  actual  violence. 
No;  they  abused  her,  called  her  bad  names — fury, 
termagant,  malapert,  sauce-box, — to  which,  no  doubt, 
they  expected  her  to  retort  with  bully,  drawcansir, 
swash-buckler,  ruffler.  But  she  knew  better  than 
that.  There  are  moments  when  silence  is  particularly 
golden.  She  tui-ned  up  her  eyes  to  the  ceiling,  and 
held  her  tongue ;  then  bounced  out  of  the  room  into 
the  passage  like  a  whirlwind,  and,  Imeeling  m  agita- 
tion on  the  landing,  exclaimed,  ''God  grant  me 
patience ! "  Miss  Knight  and  the  maids  streamed 
forth w  I  wonder  if  any  of  them  were  at  the  keyhole. 
Poor  pet,  what  was  the  matter  ?  More  hartshorn ! 
Sal-volatile !  Burnt  feathers !  Had  my  lord  the 
bishop  presumed  to  box  the  ears  of  his  future  sove- 
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reign  ?  High  treason !  His  head  ought  to  decorate  the 
summit  of  Temple  Bar.  What  could  poor  weak  women 
do  in  the  presence  of  male  hobgoblins  ?  The  Princess 
announced  that  her  household  was  to  be  dismissed 
immediately,  that  she  was  to  be  taken  across  the  yard 
to  Carlton  House  (carried  if  she  kicked  and  struggled), 
pending  removal  to  a  retired  cot  in  Windsor  Forest, 
where  she  would  be  fed  on  bread  and  water  by  the 
vindictive  Queen,  her  granny.  With  that  the  Princess 
bounced  up  from  her  knees,  and  whisked  into  her 
chamber  with  a  shriek,  to  put  on  her  bonnet ;  for  she 
would  not  kick  or  scream  any  more,  since  it  was  use- 
less, but  would  walk  under  protest  on  her  feet.  The 
household  shuffled  away  to  pack  up  their  things,  while 
the  governess  stepped  into  the  drawing-room  to  tell 
the  men  what  she  thought  of  them.  The  British 
Lion  was  still  roaring.  The  smell  of  blood  seemed  to 
rouse  a  wdsh  for  more.  But  the  first  gentleman  in 
Europe  was  bound  to  be  a  gentleman,  even  while 
pretending  to  be  the  British  Lion,  doubled  with  Hurlo- 
thrumbo.  He  listened  politely  to  the  governess, 
apologized  for  putting  a  lady  to  inconvenience,  but 
insisted  that  she  must  go  at  once. 

"Inconvenience!"  sneered  the  acid  lady.  "My 
dear  papa  served  his  sacred  and  gracious  Majesty  for 
fifty  years,  and  sacrificed  his  health  and  fortune. 
'T would  be  very  queer  if  his  own  child  could  not 
submit  to  inconvenience."    Would  she  take   a  bed 
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at  Carlton  House  for  a  night  ?  No,  she  wouldn't. 
An  hotel,  if  expensive,  was  infinitely  to  be  preferred 
to  a  royal  mansion  where  such  things  went  on ;  but 
it  was  not  the  part  of  a  poor  spinster,  who  in  spite 
of  all  was  loyal,  to  dilate  upon  painful  topics.  She 
would  drop  a  curtsy,  and  bid  a  fond  farewell  to  her 
persecuted  charge,  and  then  make  herself  scarce. 
Miss  Knight  performed  a  cheese  worthy  almost  of 
Carohne,  and  swept  away  like  Melpomene,  but 
presently  returned  as  white  as  a  sheet  and  out  of 
breath.  What  was  the  matter  now?  Had  the  girl 
in  a  fit  of  passion  stabbed  herself  with  a  bodkin,  or 
choked  herself  with  a  poAvder  puff,  or  what  ?  This 
agitation  was  not  assumed.  The  blue-stocking  was 
genuinely  horrified.  Presently  she  found  her  voice, 
and  sinking  on  an  ottoman,  said  in  a  shocked  whisper, 
"  She  is  gone  !  " 

The  rage  of  the  British  Lion  was  not  unalloyed  with 
satisfaction,  for  by  running  ofi"  into  space  the  damsel 
had  put  herself  in  the  wrong.  An  anxious  parent 
found  reason  to  disapprove  of  his  child's  household. 
He  had  sent  to  her  to  come  to  him,  a  distance  of  a 
few  feet.  She  had  refused  to  obey.  Waiving  the 
rights  of  his  position,  he  had  stooped  to  come  to  her, 
had  even  brought  a  bishop  with  him  to  exhort  her  to 
obedience  ;  and  she  altogether  declined  to  do  what 
her  betters  ordered.  She  had  actually,  rather  than 
go  to  her  papa's  own  house,  a  few  paces  distant,  rushed 
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■off  into  the  street,  and  was  at  this  minute  trapesing 
in  the  mud.  And  she  a  princess,  heiress  to  the 
<3rown,  who  boasted  of  being  eighteen  and  a  woman  ! 
Nothing  could  make  such  conduct  pardonable.  The 
bishop  would  bear  witness  that,  though  hard  words 
were  used,  they  were  no  more  than  were  warranted  by 
the  occasion.  So  turbulent  a  vixen  required  sharp 
-chiding,  if  not  a  strait-waistcoat.  And  would  she 
not  catch  it  by-and-by,  when  the  truant  was  traced 
and  captured!  All  this  would  come  out,  of  course, 
and  be  the  basis  of  another  scandal.  It  could  not  be 
helped.  The  public  would  hear  the  bishop.  He  would 
give  his  testimony  that  she  was  not  persecuted  ;  that 
she  was  merely  a  headstrong  maiden  who  required 
severe  treatment.  What  possessed  the  girls  to  be  bitten 
b>y  the  errant  mania?  Only  t'other  day  Miss  Eowe 
had  fled,  she  knew  not  and  cared  not  whither,  on  ac- 
<jount  of  a  silly  jest.  And  here  was  her  dearest  friend 
following  suit.  It  was  wrong  to  have  allowed  her 
to  associate  with  Miss  Rowe.  The  slate  must  be 
rubbed  clean,  the  household  entirely  reorganized. 
Having  no  mother — no  responsible  mother — she  must 
be  handed  over  to  granny.  Old  friends  must  be 
banished,  old  servants  sent  about  their  business. 

In  the  mean  while,  where  was  the  wandering  Prin- 
cess ?  Miss  Knight  kept  her  own  counsel,  but  the  look 
of  horror  remained  upon  her  face,  for  she  shrewdly 
isuspected  whither  she  was  gone,  and  bitterly  regretted 
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the  false  move.  The  servants  were  questioned.  The 
3'oung  lady  had  not  taken  time  to  change  her  shoon, 
but,  throwing  on  a  puce  pelisse  and  hussar  hat  of 
the  same  colour,  had  run  to  Charing  Cross,  and, 
holding  out  a  guinea  to  a  hackney  coachman,  had 
ordered  him  to  drive  to  Connaught  Place.  It  was  a 
thousand  pities,  most  deplorable.  Who  could  tell 
but  she  might  run  straight  into  the  arms  of  Sapio,  or 
some  other  low  fiddler  or  singer  ? 

Yes,  the  maiden  had  flown  to  her  mamma.  For 
some  time  past  she  had  determined  that  it  would  be. 
absolutely  necessary  to  see  her  mother  and  conjure 
her  to  renounce  the  suicidal  project  of  leaving 
England.  Partly  for  her  sake  Charlotte  had  broken 
off  her  marriage  ;  and  was  quite  convinced,  as  events 
unrolled  themselves,  that  for  the  good  of  both  the  two 
must  stand  by  one  another.  She  had  sought  an 
opportunity  of  communicating  with  the  Princess  of 
Wales — in  vain.  Meetings  were  sternly  prohibited  ; 
the  passing  of  letters  prevented.  When  it  broke  on 
her  that  for  disobedience  in  the  matter  of  a  distasteful 
marriage  she  was  to  return  to  imprisonment  at 
Windsor,  to  be  incarcerated  even  more  closely  than 
before  in  forest-deeps,  the  idea  pierced  her  brain  like 
a  bow-shaft  that,  once  there,  it  would  be  impossible  to 
see  her  mother,  to  talk,  to  argue,  to  persuade  her  to 
remain  in  England  ;  that  while  the  child  was  being 
whisked  off  to  surveillance  at  Crauford  Lodge,  the 
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mother  would  commit  the  error  which  might  be  irre- 
trievable. If  Charlotte  were  removed  to  Carlton  House 
all  chance  of  meeting  would  be  absolutely  frustrated. 
Resolute  and  prompt  in  action,  she  perceived  that  the 
only  chance  was  the  present  one,  and  that  if  it  were 
allowed  to  slip  a  second  might  never  offer  itself.  So 
she  ran  into  the  street  and  took  the  coach,  and  drove 
as  fast  as  possible  to  Connaught  Place.  Once  there 
she  would  be  under  the  protection  of  Caroline,  and 
none  could  wrest  her  thence  until  at  least  she  had 
found  time  to  entreat  and  speak  her  mind. 

Leoline  and  Madam  Ambrosia  were  quietly  playing 
piquet  in  the  lower  parlour  when  the  coach  drove  to 
the  door,  and  they  both  nearly  jumped  out  of  their 
skins  when  they  saw  who  was  the  occupant. 

"Mercy  on  us!  "  was  all  that  Mrs.  Cotton  could 
ejaculate  on  the  spur  of  the  moment,  as  she  flung 
down  the  cards.  Leoline  opened  the  door.  Charlotte 
rushed  in  and  fell  upon  a  sofa,  crying,  "  Protect  me, 
dearest  Leoline.     Thank  Heaven,  I  am  safe  1 " 

What  could  be  the  meaning  of  this  ?  What  could 
have  transpired,  for  the  heiress  presumptive  to  tumble 
thus  upon  them  in  a  dishevelled  condition,  out  of  a 
frowsy  hackney  coach  ? 

"Where's  mamma?  I  must  see  her  instantly," 
panted  the  girl.  "  They'll  be  hounding  after  me,  of 
course.     Quick !     I  must  see  her  before  they  come !  " 

Madam  Ambrosia  and  Leoline  looked  one   at  the 
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other  with  growhig  uneasiness.  CaroHne  had  gone 
away  several  hours  ago,  to  spend  a  haj)py  day  at 
"  Trou  Madame.''  It  was  very  awkward,  for  Charlotte 
had  carefully  been  kept  in  ignorance  of  the  existence 
of  that  delectable  retreat. 

"  She's  out ! "  cried  Charlotte,  jumping  up.  "  Where 
is  she  gone  ?    I'll  follow  her." 

The  wandering  Princess  made  for  the  door,  and 
would  have  sallied  forth  again,  but  Leoline,  awake  to 
the  danger  of  the  situation,  ran  forward  and  barred 
the  passage.  ''No,  indeed,''  he  said,  crossing  his 
arms  with  resolution.  "  Please  God,  you  shall  never 
go  there/''  Something  in  his  face  and  manner 
shocked  the  maiden,  and  she  blushed  to  the  roots  of 
her  bright  locks.  She  knew  too  much  already  about  her 
mother.  Was  there  something  more  that,  out  of  pity, 
had  been  hidden  ?  Covering  her  face  with  trembling 
hands,  she  cowered  down  upon  a  seat  and  sobbed. 
"  How  dreadful !  Send  for  her !  Please  send  for 
her." 

A  messenger  was  despatched  on  horseback,  and  for 
more  than  an  hour  the  trio  sat  in  uncomfortable 
silent  suspense.  At  any  moment  some  one  might 
arrive  in  search  of  the  fugitive.  W^hat  then  ?  Char- 
lotte was  fully  determined  to  cling  to  the  tables,  to 
call  out  to  passing  pedestrians  for  help,  rather  than 
lose  this  golden  opportunity.  Meanwhile  she  sat,  with 
face  in  hands,  curbing  her  impatience  as  she  could, 
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while  Leoline  and  Ambrosia  took  furtive  glances  at 
each  other  and  at  her,  and  out  of  window ;  dreading 
they  knew  not  what.  Carriage-wheels  !  Were  these 
the  hunters  ?  No.  It  was  Caroline's  carriage  sooner 
than  could' have  been  expected.  Had  the  messenger 
met  her  ?  It  was  not  possible,  for  he  had  galloped 
in  an  opposite  direction,  as  if  flying  for  the  doctor, 
Caroline,  as  it  happened,  had  changed  her  mind — had 
gone  for  a  drive  to  Blackheath,  instead  of  to  Bays- 
water — and  returning  unexpectedly  was  transfixed  on 
beholding  her  offspring. 

"Dear  mother!"  cried  Charlotte,  flying  into  the 
maternal  arms. 

"Charlotte!"  ejaculated  Caroline,  her  brow  darken- 
ing as  she  coldly  put  her  away. 

"  Why — are  you  not — glad  to  see  me  ?  "  whispered 
the  maiden,  timidly.  "We  have  not  met  to  speak 
these  six  months  !  " 

"Why  did  you  come?"  inquired  Caroline,  with  a 
discontented  visage.     "  Did  he  let  you  ?  " 

"No.  I've  fled  to  your  protection,  mother!" 
stammered  the  poor  thing,  with  hungry  eyes  and  pale 
cheeks.  "  They  treated  me  so  ill,  and  you  can  feel 
for  me." 

Caroline  looked  preoccupied  and  bit  her  lips,  while 
her  thick  fingers  drummed  upon  her  lap.  "Feel !  " 
she  scoffed.  "  What  can  I  do  with  feelings  ?  My 
heart  they  broke  long  since." 
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"  Oh,  mother,  don't !  "  the  maiden  cried,  spreading 
out  shuddering  palms,  as  if  to  push  away  some 
threatening  terror.  "Don't  repel  your  only  child! 
I  am  so  lonely !  "  she  wailed ;  "  for  none  loves  me, 
neither  you,  nor  him,  nor  any  one !  And  I've  tried 
so  hard  to  do  what's  right — to  see  a  straight  road 
through  the  gloom.  Don't  cast  me  off !  Oh,  do  not ! 
How  I  \\ish  that  I  were  dead  !  " 

Charlotte  threw  herself  upon  a  couch  and  buried 
her  face  in  the  cushion,  while  her  form  was  convulsed 
hy  sobs.  Caroline  stood  looking  at  her  with  the  same 
inscrutable  look  of  preoccupied  embarrassment  and 
discontent.  We  Imow  that  she  cared  nothing  for 
Charlotte,  save  as  a  means  of  offence.  At  any  other 
time  it  would  have  been  rather  amusing  to  have  housed 
the  truant,  to  have  made  common  cause  with  her 
against  him — have  written  to  the  papers  on  the  subject, 
have  shouted  and  screamed  upon  the  housetop.  But 
at  this  moment  she  was  absorbed  by  an  idee  fixe. 
She  wanted  the  pension,  and  liberty  to  do  as  she  listed 
t'other  side  of  the  Channel.  The  affair,  in  fact,  was 
settled,  except  as  regarded  a  few  details;  and  it 
was  provoking  to  think  that  this  girl,  who  had  been 
no  help,  should  come  like  a  marplot  and  overturn  it 
all.  She  was  always  a  marplot !  Whenever  she  was 
wanted  she  was  never  to  the  front,  and  now,  at  a 
most  inconvenient  season,  here  she  was  sobbing  and 
crying  in  a  preposterous  and  useless  manner.     They 
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would  not  allow  the  wife  to  go  abroad  and  take  the 
heh'ess  —  that  was  certain;  and  moreover,  if  they 
would,  she  would  be  an  incubus.  Fancy  having  to 
do  propriety  for  the  sake  of  an  unmarried  daughter ! 
Better  to  stop  at  home  than  that.  And  what  if  she 
stopped  at  home  and  commenced  a  new  campaign  ? 
That  was  out  of  the  question ;  too  late.  Caroline 
had  made  up  her  mind  to  go,  and  go  she  would.  The 
incubus  must  be  got  rid  of,  returned  at  once  to  its 
proper  guardian  with  an  assurance  that  she,  Caroline, 
was  innocent  of  the  imbroglio  ;  an  assurance  in  which 
he  would  put  little  faith  after  his  lengthened  experience 
of  her  manoeuvres. 

Presently  Charlotte  recovered  from  the  sudden  and 
uncontrollable  spasm  of  grief  and  disappointment, 
and,  drying  her  eyes,  sobbed  h^^sterically,  "  I  did  so 
want — so  want  to  speak  to  you — to  implore  you  on 
my  knees — not  to — to  go  away  !  " 

Hoity-toity  !  He  was  certainly  justified  in  complain- 
ing that  the  heiress  was  self-willed  and  presuming. 

"  My  dear,  don't  make  2in  discours  to  yom*  mother,  "^ 
Caroline  replied  sharply.  "  If  I  say  I  do  a  ting  I 
(loot !     N'en  jpaiions  idIus  !  " 

Poor  Charlotte  felt  utterly  abandoned — alone  in  the 
big  world, — and  hung  her  golden  head.  What  was 
the  use  of  anything  ?  What  was  the  good  of  trying 
to  do  right — to  unknot  so  hopeless  a  tangle  ? 

When  Leoline  came  into  the  room  after  knocking 
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cautiously,  lie  looked  encouragement  out  of  his  deep- 
blue  eyes  as  he  inquired  if  the  young  lady  would  stop 
to  dinner. 

''No!"  shouted  his  patroness.  "  De  little  silly 
will  go  home." 

"  I  will  not  go  home,"  replied  the  maid,  with  spirit. 
She  would  cling  to  the  misguided  mother  still,  who 
so  pertly  resented  interference,  and  soften  her  har- 
dened heart  by  degrees — persuade  her  with  respectful 
affection  to  adopt  a  better  course. 

Caroline  frowned  at  the  chip  of  the  old  block. 
**  Petite  mechantc  I  Send  a  messenger  for  Mr. 
Brougham,"  she  said.  ''  He  shall  advise  us  what  is 
best." 

So  soon  as  the  conduct  of  the  heiress  presumptive 
became  known  to  them,  there  was  a  fuss  in  the  hives 
of  the  great  personages.  Unless  rescued,  she  might 
by-and-by  become  as  bad  as  mamma.  All  agreed 
that  the  truant  must  be  recaptm'ed  before  the  public 
became  aware  of  the  adventure.  It  would  not  do  to 
leave  her  in  such  a  stye. 

The  Queen  was  at  cards,  and  rising  instantly,  much 
.shocked,  retired  to  her  apartment.  The  Eegent  sent 
a  formal  message  to  the  heads  of  the  law,  summoning 
them  at  once  to  council  to  decide  what  was  to  be  done 
with  the  runaway.  Good  Miss  Knight,  a  woman, 
though  a  blue-stocking,  bethought  herself  of  clothes, 
and  despatched  the  Princess's  dresser  to  Connaught 
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Place  with  evening  garments,  niglit  rails,  night 
smocks,  nightcaps — how  should  I  know  what  ? 

Mr.  Brougham  arrived  at  the  same  time,  and  shook 
his  square  head  and  nose.  "As  if  there  could  be  a 
doubt ! "  he  snapped.  "  The  lady  must  return  to 
"Warwick  House  without  a  second's  delay;  by  no 
means  pass  the  night  out  of  it." 

Charlotte's  anger  was  kindled,  and  she  refused  to 
do  anything  of  the  sort.  Was  she  a  leper  or  infectious 
that  every  one  should  shake  their  heads  and  pull 
grimaces,  and  be  so  vastly  anxious  to  be  rid  of  her  ? 
Here  she  was,  and  here  she  meant  to  stay — for  the 
present,  at  all  events.  Her  spirits  rose  as  the  ludi- 
crous look  of  consternation  deepened  upon  every  coun- 
tenance. She  became  gay  and  chatty;  invited  Mr. 
Brougham  to  stop  to  dinner ;  nodded  pleasantly  now 
and  again  at  Leoline ;  even  had  a  pleasant  word  for 
Madam  Cotton.  They  dined,  and  all  i^resent  were 
delighted  with  her  humour.  By  good  fortune  Sapio 
was  in  bed  with  the  gout,  and  his  wife  was  nm'sing 
him.  The  remainder  of  the  crew,  on  hearing  wha 
had  arrived,  vanished  with  celerity. 

After  dinner  a  procession  was  seen  to  approach 
round  the  street-corner,  whose  advent  plunged  the 
neighbourhood  in  amazement.  My  lord  Liverpool, 
the  Chancellor,  the  Lord  Chief  Justice,  appeared  in 
procession,  each,  oddly  enough,  in  a  hackney  coach, 
just  as  the  maid  had  come  who  was  the  cause  of  all 
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the  commotion.  Then  came  the  Chancellor  of  the 
Dachy  of  Cornwall,  the  inevitable  Bishop  of  Salisbiuy, 
and,  later  on,  Jovial  Frederick,  and  his  Grace  of 
Sussex.  What  a  phalanx  of  bigwigs !  By  Jove,  it 
was  gi*eat  fun !  Demmy,  a  splendid  game !  bawled 
Frederick ;  but  it  wouldn't  do,  you  know.  She  would 
retm*n.  like  a  gentle  lamb,  wouldn't  she,  with  her 
fond  imcle  ? 

Not  a  bit  of  it.  The  more  the  bigwigs  argued, 
stormed,  cajoled,  the  more  resolute  was  Charlotte. 
Little  councils  were  held  in  ante-chambers,  under 
the  stairs,  anywhere,  as  to  what  means  could  be 
devised  for  taming  this  refractory  colt.  Eldon  growled 
something  about  a  bag,  but  was  hushed  down.  The 
bishop  babbled  texts  about  honouring  fathers  and 
mothers;  to  which  the  girl  responded  glibly,  *' How  can 
I  honour  them  both  at  once,  when  they're  as  divided 
as  the  poles,  and  will-  not  honour  each  other?" 
Caroline  maintained  a  sullen  silence.  And  so  the 
hours  passed.  It  was  two  o'clock  in  the  morning. 
They  might  have  been  sitting  there  now,  or  their 
phantoms  might,  if  the  shrewd  Mr.  Brougham  had  not, 
after  every  persuasion  was  tried,  been  delivered  of  a 
thought.  He  led  her  Eoyal  Highness  to  a  window 
that  overlooked  the  Park,  and  pursing  his  lips,  said 
gi-avely— 

"It  is  for  us  to  advise,  for  your  Highness  to  accept 
the  responsibility  of  what  you   choose  to  do.     The 
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morn  is  breaking.  At  ten  the  Park  will  be  full  of 
people,  assembled  for  the  election  of  Lord  Cochrane. 
I  have  but  to  show  you  to  the  multitude  who  will 
throng  that  green,  and  possibly  Carlton  House  will 
be  dragged  down.  But  an  hour  after  the  soldiers 
will  be  out,  and  blood  will  flow;  and  if  you  live  a 
hundred  years  it  will  never  be  forgotten  that  your 
running  away  from  your  father  was  the  cause  of  all 
the  mischief." 

The  clever  advocate  had  struck  the  right  string; 
Charlotte  quailed  and  lowered  her  colours.  Jolly 
Frederick  carried  the  truant  home  in  triumph,  and 
left  her  for  half  an  hour,  shivering  with  the  cold  that 
precedes  sunrise,  in  the  yard  at  Carlton  House,  while 
the  bigwigs  discussed  how  to  receive  her.  There  was 
no  precedent.  The  British  Lion  was  for  roaring  on, 
lashing  a  furious  tail.  The  role  was  new  and  exciting. 
But  the  bare  idea  of  Gentleman  George  playing  the 
part  of  the  stern  and  virtuous  parent  was  so  amusing 
to  the  Duke  of  York,  that  the  corridors  echoed  with 
his  yells  of  laughter,  while  drops  of  merriment  be- 
dewed his  double  chin.  It  is  impossible  for  the  Lion 
to  roar  effectively  if  ribald  people  laugh,  so  he  resigned 
the  role.  Charlotte  was  allowed  to  go  to  bed  without 
more  lecturing ;  and  the  cronies,  faint  from  drought, 
sat  down  to  pour  forth  libations  of  Lafitte,  before  the 
opening  day,  in  honour  of  the  triumph  of  man  over 
female  obstinacy  and  petulance. 
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CHAPTER  VII. 

MY   LORD    PLAYS    HIS    CARDS. 

Lord  Oshington's  arrangements  were  carried  out  to  the 
letter.  Cjtus,  a  prey  to  mental  woe — more  harassed 
by  contending  passions,  more  troubled  as  to  the 
direction  of  the  straight  path,  than  he  had  ever  been 
in  all  his  simple  life — picked  up  Cribb  at  Peterborough 
and  delivered  his  lord's  message.  That  worthy  shook 
his  experienced  head.  The  first  requisite  for  a  suc- 
cessful pugilist,  he  averred,  is  peace  of  mind.  How 
can  he  keep  a  vigilant  optic  on  a  cunning  adversary 
when  his  thoughts  are  far  away,  engrossed  by  a  nut- 
brown  maiden  with  black  eyes  ?  The  Pink  of  Bow 
was  little  likely  to  allow  any  female  charms  to  inter- 
vene between  himself  and  his  work.  Doll  Tearsheet 
was  the  partner  of  his  joys,  who  came  at  beck  and  call 
and  gave  no  trouble ;  and,  if  she  did,  could  easily  be 
•changed  for  another  of  the  family.  It  was  a  million 
laities,  cried  honest  Thomas,  that  so  promising  a  pupil 
as  the  Sprig  should  be  thus  thrown  away.  For  he 
certainly  would  be  beaten.     If  a  racer  refuses  his  food 
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and  shows  a  starting  coat,  is  he  not  instantly 
scratched  ?  And  what  are  pugilists  but  human 
racers  ?  It  was  a  shame  and  a  pity ;  yet  my  lord,  as 
President  of  the  PugiHstic  Club,  must  be  obeyed,, 
though  he  surely  might  have  allowed  Cribb  to  take 
the  Sprig  to  some  other  place,  instead  of  casting  him 
again  into  the  den  of  the  devouring  tigress !  Cy  smiled 
in  sickly  fashion  at  the  Champion's  despondency; 
vowed  that  the  dream  was  over,  that  he  was  but  suf- 
fering from  the  effect  of  a  wound  that  would  speedily 
be  cicatrized;  that  if  the  Champion  would  have 
patience,  he  should  be  proud  of  his  pupil  yet,  although 
he,  the  pupil,  wished  that  he  was  in  the  silent  tomb. 

Now,  was  this  fitting  language  to  issue  from  the 
lips  of  one  who  was  some  day  to  wear  the  belt  ? 
What  right  has  a  young  fellow,  with  the  world 
before  him,  dismally  to  growl  about  the  tomb  ?  The 
wound  had  been  a  severe  one,  but  all  would  yet  be 
well  perhaps.  The  Champion  took  it  for  granted 
that  his  friend  had  proposed  and  been  refused,  so 
rallied  his  courage  again.  Was  not  this  the  consum- 
mation which  Cribb  had  devoutly  wished  ?  There  is 
no  human  grief,  however  poignant,  which  may  not 
be  got  over.  Broken  hearts  are  fudge.  When  our 
hearts  are  broken,  we  fling  away  the  fragments  and 
do  charming  well  without.  They  are  useless  appen- 
dages— mistakes  of  nature,  which  only  give  trouble,, 
and,  like   dogs'  dewclaws,  are  better  removed.     Cy 
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would  recover  from  the  stab  and  forget  all  about  it  ; 
but,  to  that  end,  must  not  be  allowed  to  philander 
after  his  cousin,  implore  her  to  look  kindly  on  his 
suit.  She  must  be  made  to  luiderstand  that  flirtation 
and  pugilism  are  best  kept  apart,  and  be  invited 
to  give  a  wide  berth  to  the  Stratton  inn  and  its 
occu^Dants,  and  tempt  the  young  man  no  more. 

But  Tom  Cribb  did  not  find  himself  called  upon  to 
make  ungallant  speeches  to  the  lady.  She  heard,  of 
course,  that  Cyrus  was  back  again,  and  shunned  the 
village  of  her  own  accord ;  while  as  for  Mr.  Smalley, 
he  turned  all  his  energies  to  the  study  of  the  noble 
art,  in  order  to  escape  his  thoughts.  The  Champion 
wrote  to  my  lord  that  the  temporary  check  Avas  got 
over,  and  that  money  might  safely  be  laid  on  Cyrus ; 
and  my  lord,  in  due  course,  replied  that  he  was  vastly 
interested,  as  Mendoza  was  enthusiastic  about  Caleb  ; 
that  all  the  amateurs,  Corinthians,  Fancy,  what  not, 
were  full  of  the  coming  struggle,  which  was  now 
definitely  fixed  for  a  proximate  date.  My  lord  had 
been  down  to  Brighton  to  look  at  Caleb  Eann,  and 
was  never  more  astonished  in  his  life  than  at  the 
I)rogi'ess  made.  In  a  day  or  two  he  would  tool  his 
tits  to  the  North,  and  examine  Cyrus,  and  then  give 
an  opinion  as  to  which  was  the  better  man. 

True  to  his  word,  he  started  for  Battle  Magna  ;  but 
did  not  tool  his  tits,  for  his  wrists  were  shaky,  his 
eyesight    defective,   his   constitution    shattered.     He 
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was  growing  so  nervous  through  debiUty  and  a 
constant  succession  of  drams,  that  a  slamming  door 
set  his  nerves  twittering;  and  his  royal  master 
began  to  see  that  the  advice  of  Lady  Hertford  and 
of  the  old  love  was  sound,  and  that  the  crony  would 
have  to  be  dropped ;  for  he  was  going  the  way 
of  Sheridan,  who  had  fallen  quite  to  pieces.  Lord 
Osmington  sat  on  the  coach-box  in  the  horseyest 
of  coats  and  a  bad  temper,  while  the  post-boys 
cracked  their  whips.  ''Tip  the  mail  the  go-by!" 
they  cried.  "  My  lord  pays  like  a  prince  ! "  And 
away  they  galloped,  regardless  of  their  horses'  wind. 
But  the  exhilarating  rush  through  the  air  failed  to 
revive  his  lordship.  He  reflected  with  wrath  that 
his  vices  sat  heavily  on  him  and  ground  him  down. 
At  the  idea  of  being  left  behind  only  for  a  week, 
Ptosina  had  screeched  and  kicked,  and  Augustine 
(a  new  acquisition)  had  bellowed  as  if  the  house  were 
blazing;  and  he  had  only  been  able  to  quell  the 
hubbub  by  calling  in  Mr.  Hamlet,  the  jeweller,  and 
distributing  largesse.  Those  cormorants  were  never 
satisfied;  their  maw  was  large,  their  greed  bottomless; 
no  fortune  could  stand  such  a  constant  drain.  One 
might  just  as  well  be  married  as  endure  such  slavery. 
The  Noah's  Ark  was  becoming  uninhabitable.  Like 
the  Augean  stable,  it  must  be  cleaned  out  with  a  big 
broom.  It  should  be  swept  forthwith,  and  the  little 
girl  brought  back  and  reinstated  in  her  old  position. 


MY   LORD    PLAYS    HIS    CARDS.  17r? 

Yes.  My  lord  resolved  that  the  broom  should  be  set 
to  T\'ork  without  dek}^,  but  shivered  in  his  shoes  at 
the  prosjDect  of  the  squalling  and  caterwauling  which 
would  accompany  the  operation.  He  would  have  to 
retire  into  privacy  until  it  was  over.  But  suppose  the 
little  girl  remained  obdurate  ?  She  was  such  a 
hoity-toity  bit  of  goods  that  it  was  quite  possible. 
What  then  ?  Why,  he  would  drive  her  out  of  Battle 
Magna,  teach  her  what  it  was  to  be  homeless  and 
destitute,  and  see  if  the  sharp  curb  of  hunger  would 
not  tame  the  little  shrew.  Who  should  know  women 
and  how  to  manage  them  if  he  did  not,  with  his  long 
and  varied  experience  ?  Alas !  his  experience  went 
to  prove  the  contrary ;  for  the  sex  had  always  man- 
aged him,  and  led  him  a  weariful  existence ;  and, 
moreover,  this  particular  young  lady  was  different 
from  all  the  rest,  cast  in  another  mould,  which  was 
new  to  the  worn-out  sybarite,  and  therefore  fasci- 
nating. Besides,  it  was  quite  impossible  to  turn  her 
out,  however  provoking  she  might  prove ;  for  was  she 
not  the  grandniece  of  Pentecost,  his  lordship's  foster- 
mother  ?  When  Lady  Olivia  died  in  giving  birth  to 
Vere,  had  he  not  been  tenderly  nurtured  by  the  house- 
keeper, loved  as  her  own  child  ?     Had  she  not  done 

things  for  his  sake  which Well,  there  was  no  use 

in  referring  to  them,  even  in  thought.  For  him,  and 
for  his  noble  house,  she  had  sacrificed  herself,  body 
and  soul ;  it  was  no  more  possible  to  turn  out  Abi^^el 
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than  it  was  to  be  harsh  with  Pentecost.  Madam 
Smalley  would  probably  be  very  angry  about  that 
silly  affair  at  Wattier's;  would  revile  my  lord  for 
selling  her  niece  to  the  Kegent ;  would  storm, 
perhaps,  and  be  abusive.  It  was  well  to  put 
that  right  by  a  personal  interview;  for,  whatever 
high-flown  ideas  Abigel  might  choose  to  nourish, 
Madam  Smalley  was  of  the  earth,  earthy,  and  would 
see  at  once  that  it  was  all  a  joke,  which  Miss 
Eowe  had  resented  as  earnest.  To  please  the  old 
woman  and  repay  her  in  some  sort  for  a  life's  de- 
votion, he  had  promised  to  make  a  lady  of  her  niece. 
Well,  he  was  ready  to  fulfil  the  promise,  if  the 
damsel  would  return.  It  was  astonishing  that  Pente- 
cost should  have  remained  silent  on  the  subject.  She 
had  never  sent  a  line  of  reiDroach,  which  was  curious. 
Certainly  it  was  well,  for  many  reasons,  that  my  lord 
should  overcome  his  aversion  to  the  place,  and  pay 
another  visit  to  deserted  Battle  Magna ;  for  he  had 
things  to  say  to  Pentecost,  warnings  to  give,  which  it 
would  not  be  prudent  to  commit  to  paper.  It  was 
years  now  since  he  had  been  at  the  ancient  manor- 
house,  and  when  he  arrived  there  and  realized  its 
condition  of  decrepitude,  the  state  of  semi-idiocy  into 
which  the  housekeeper  had  fallen,  he  marvelled 
exceedingly. 

In  obedience  to  his  patron's  orders,    Cyrus  had 
despatched  the  village  carpenter  and  glazier  to  make 
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the  library  habitable ;  but  my  lord  declared  that  he 
should  die  of  the  blues  if  he  slept  a  single  night  in 
the  old  ruin.  How  could  he,  who  was  so  careful  to 
keep  solitude  at  arm's-length,  pass  a  whole  evening 
with  a  gibbering  crone,  and  her  contumelious  grand- 
niece,  and  an  army  of  bats  and  mice  ?  It  was  as 
much  as  his  life  was  worth,  with  nerves  so  enfeebled. 
No.  He  would  do  his  business  by  day,  and  take  up 
his  quarters  at  the  inn.  In  the  ingle-nook,  with  Cribb 
on  one  side  and  C^tus  on  the  other,  he  might  fancy 
himself  at  Mother  Butler's  Sluicery.  To  make  the 
j)icture  complete,  Sherry  was  wanting,  and  the  royal 
princes.  But  Sherry  had  dropped  out  of  the 
coterie,  and  the  Prince  of  Wales  preferred  Hertford 
House  now  to  the  Salutation  Tavern,  and  showed 
signs  of  treating  old  pals  to  the  cold  shoulder.  Ah, 
weU  !  Disagreeable  subjects  are  better  tabooed.  His 
waning  favour  w^as  another  of  the  texts,  concerning 
which  'twould  be  better  not  to  think. 

The  condition  of  Pentecost  set  him  meditating. 
At  sight  of  him  her  blunted  faculties  rallied,  but  it 
was  evident  from  what  people  said  that  she  stood 
in  need  of  a  nurse.  Would  she,  tormented  by  a 
mind  diseased,  ever  blab — let  the  cat  out  of  the  bag, 
like  Lady  Macbeth  ?  Willingly,  he  knew  she  would 
not.  No  more  did  Lady  Macbeth.  We  are  not  told 
what  action  was  taken  by  the  doctor  and  the  gentle- 
woman who  overheard  the  disclosures  of  the  queen. 
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When  too  weak  to  resist,  did  they  stand  over  her 
deathbed  and  bid  her  make  confession?  Did  they 
read  tracts  to  her,  improve  the  occasion ;  or  did  they 
mercifully  leave  her  alone  ?  Lord  Osmington  was 
certain  that  taciturn  Pentecost  would  hold  her  tongue 
as  long  as  she  retained  power  over  it.  She  was 
drinking  herself  into  her  grave.  Would  it  be  prudent 
to  set  some  one  to  keep  the  bottle  out  of  reach  ?  Was 
it  inevitable  that  a  nurse  should  be  provided  who,  by 
pouring  brandy  down  her  throat,  would  hasten  the 
inevitable  denouement  F  What  a  pity  he  might  not 
smother  her  like  a  hydrophobiac  !  Perhaps,  that  being 
impossible,  it  would  be  better  to  leave  things  as  they 
were.  After  all,  it  was  bad  health,  weak  nerves,  that 
conjured  up  bogey  in  Vere's  mind.  If  he  were  well 
and  strong  he  would  not  fall  so  easy  a  victim  ta 
gloomy  apprehensions.  A  nurse  would  of  necessity  have 
ears,  might  amuse  herself  by  pumping  Madam  Smalley. 
A  nurse  would  be  a  mistake,  and  might  bring  about 
the  very  mischief  which  my  lord  was  anxious  to 
prevent.  But  how  about  that  inquisitive  little  Abigel  ? 
Was  she  not  burrowing  and  worming  in  order  to 
find  out  something  about  the  Jervois  family,  tiresome 
little  brown  lump  of  curiosity  ?  When  my  lord 
arrived,  she  avoided  him  as  much  as  possible,  went 
about  her  affairs  with  set  lips  and  tiptilted  nose,  gave 
short  answers,  showed  a  lamentable  want  of  courteous 
breeding. 
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Silk  purses  may  not  be  made  out  of  sows'  ears. 
Abby  was  a  malapert  gipsy,  a  plebeian  born  under 
a  hedge,  who,  rubbing  off  the  surface  polish  of  a 
polite  education,  took  pleasure  in  being  vulgar.  She 
was  as  rude  as  rude  could  be  to  my  lord  Osmington,  in 
his  own  house  too.  This  new  phase  of  her  character 
mortified  him.  To  abide  with  this  supercilious  vixen 
in  Osmington  House,  while  in  an  aggressive  mood, 
would  be  more  gruesome  even  than  to  endure  Rosina. 
She  would  pour  gall  into  his  tea,  spread  wormwood  on 
his  pepper  sandwiches.  Sure  this  change  could  not 
have  arisen  out  of  that  jest  ?  No  ;  as  the  swine  return 
to  their  wallowing — even  the  learned  pig,  unless  kept 
well  in  hand — so  had  the  plebeian  slut  found  the 
refinements  of  high  life  to  be  irksome,  and  flung 
them  off  with  relief,  like  an  ill-fitting  garment.  He 
asked  her  formally  to  forgive  the  harmless  joke  at 
which  she  had  taken  offence,  and  come  back  to  her 
snug  boudoir  ;  to  which  polite  request  she  had  replied 
by  a  sharp  "  No,"  like  the  rap  of  a  dun  on  the  door. 

Pentecost,  too,  seemed  averse  to  her  going.  *'  It 
has  been  tried,"  she  said,  during  *an  interval  of  mental 
clearness,  "  and  doesn't  answer.  It  was  very  wrong 
of  my  boy  to  treat  her  so,  and  yet,  after  all,  you  re- 
spected her  defenceless  state.  Knowing  my  deary — 
as  who  but  I  should  know  him  ? — this  much  was  won- 
derful, and  done  for  the  sake  of  poor  old  Pentecost  !  '* 
And   with    this    the  crone   approached   her    palsied 
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jaws  to  my  lord's  face,  and  wound  her  snakelike 
fingers  round  his  wrists,  till  his  marrow  froze  at  the 
uncanny  contact,  and  the  blood  seemed  to  curdle  in 
his  veins.  "Leave  Abigel  with  me,"  she  said,  with  a 
tattered  remnant  of  matronly  authority,  "  and  don't 
vex  yourself  with  phantoms  of  your  own  raising.  The 
Lord  have  mercy  on  my  soul!  I've  given  it  freely 
for  you,  and  your  father,  whom  I  loved,  and  shall  I  re- 
claim it  now?  "When  that  dreary  mother  of  yours 
went  away — and  a  good  riddance  it  was,  for  she  vexed 
US  all  to  madness — your  father  and  I  made  everything 
shipshape.  She  wailed  of  that  monument  that  Lord 
Archibald,  remorseful  for  cruel  treatment  of  his 
brother,  set  up  to  his  memory.  Haven't  I  told  you 
the  tale  often  ?  'Twas  passing  strange  that  she  should 
have  been  right  about  the  man  whose  name  was  graven 
on  it,"  continued  the  crone  musingly.  "  When  he 
appeared  at  that  library  window  methought  it  was 
Lord  Archy's  wraith  come  to  denounce  me,  so  like 
the  man  was  to  his  grandfather.  The  same  white 
wavy  hair  and  corpulence  of  body ;  and  then  my  ire 
rose  at  my  own  foolishness,  and  I  turned  him  hence 
more  roughly  than  was  needful.  How  ill-clothed  he 
was,  poor  man !  The  shoes  scarce  held  together  as 
he  shrunk  away,  cursing  me  and  you.  He  said  he 
would  return,  but  never  hath.  Will  he  come  back, 
think  you?" 

** Pshaw!  "  replied  my  lord,  chilled  despite  himself 
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by  the  crone's  wild  talk.  "  Cease  this  dismal  whine. 
He  died  in  that  strange  den  upon  the  wolds.  No 
doubt  of  that :  I've  seen  his  j^rave." 

"  Crows'  Liberties  !  "  shuddered  Pentecost.  "  For 
his  sake  I  turn  pale  when  I  see  a  crow.  His  curse 
is  still  hanging  over  us,  my  deary,  and  will  fall. 
Dead  he  may  be,  but  he  will  return  or  send." 

''  If  you  rave  thus,  you  must  be  sent  to  the  mad- 
house," my  lord  said  sternly. 

*'  Me  !  "  the  crone  mumbled,  with  a  spectral  laugh. 
'*  Is  my  deary  afraid  of  his  old  Pentecost.  Have  I 
not  said  that  I  gave  my  soul  for  you  ?  What  matters 
his  cry  to  Heaven,  if  I'm  accursed  akeady  ?  'Tis  for 
you  I  fear,  not  myself.  He  visits  me  in  sleep,  and  do 
I  call  for  assistance  ?  No.  You  think  I've  muffled  all 
this  within  my  breast,  until  it's  seared,  to  babble  of 
it  to  the  universe  ?  Fear  not !  My  deary  is  not  well  ; 
his  hands,  like  mine,  are  aspen.  Ah  !  you  young  men 
— you  young  men  !  "  And  then  the  old  woman,  with 
a  weird  smile  lurking  at  the  corners  of  her  mouth, 
supported  her  chin  upon  her  palms,  and  wagged  her 
head  at  the  embers. 

His  foster-mother  was  staunch.  Hot  pincers 
would  not  make  her  speak — of  that  Lord  Osmington 
was  sure.  She  must  have  her  way,  and  kill  herself 
in  her  own  manner.  Since  she  insisted  on  it, 
Abigel  must  be  left  with  the  ancient  lady,  and  my 
lord   would   return    to  London  comforted,  his  mind 
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at  ease.     But  before  he  went  it  would  be  necessary 
to  warn  Miss  Eowe  of  the  fate  of  mother  Eve ;  to  ex- 
patiate on  the  uselessness  of  pursuing  a  chimera ;  even 
put  her  on  a  wrong  scent,  if  occasion  offered.      The 
ostensible  reason  of  his  visit  was  to  give  an  opinion 
as  to  Cyrus.     He  made  a  parade,  therefore,  of  accom- 
jDlishing   his    object    conscientiously — examined    the 
points  of  the  young  bruiser  knowingly,  complimented 
Cribb  upon  his  pupil's  progress;  but  registered  an 
inward  conviction   that   Caleb  was  the  man  to  win. 
Cy  had  the  negative  advantage  of  few  mannerisms, 
a  happy  knack  of  assimilating  the  excellences  of  other 
heroes ;  but  there  seemed  to  be  an  indecision  about 
his  style  which  experienced  Vere  could  not  approve. 
Caleb,  though  he  had  been  trained  in  the  ugly  round- 
hand  fashion  of  the  Hebrews,  knew  what  he  was  about, 
and  amazed  by  his  skilful  ruffianing.     Cy's  straight 
blows  were   terrible    when  he  succeeded  in  landing 
them,  but  there  was  much  left  to  be  desired  in  the 
Sprig   of  Myrtle  by  a  real  connoisseur.     Cribb  was 
blinded  by  prejudice,  my  lord  decided  privately ;  his 
swan  was  only  a  goose.     Nathless,  as  Cyrus  would 
be  useful  as  a  spy,  he  received  due  encouragement 
and  promise  of  support.     My  lord  suggested  a  little 
longer  training,  a  protracted  residence  in  the  healthy 
Yorkshire  air.    The   date   being    already  fixed    was 
of  no  serious  consequence.      Another  postponement 
would  add  to  the  excitement  of  the  Fancy.     A  few 


AIY   LORD    TLAYS    HIS    CARDS.  181 

weeks  more,  and  the  skin  which  looked  too  soft  would 
be  more  firm  and  set  ?  Perhaps  Cyrus  would  be  kind 
tiiough  to  order  the  coach  to  go  up  to  the  manor-house  ? 
My  lord  would  start  fi'om  thence,  having  a  trifle  of 
business  to  arrange  with  Pentecost  before  starting 
London-wards.  By-the-b}^  she  had  complained  of 
the  neglect  of  her  grandson.  An  upright  youth 
should  honour  his  father  and  his  mother,  and  if  he  has 
neither,  then  his  grandam.  To  be  an  enthusiast  in 
youi"  profession  is  very  fine,  but  you  ought  to  respect 
your  grandam.  Cyrus  promised  that  he  would  call  at 
the  manor-house.  How  could  he  tell  his  patron  of  his 
quarrel  with  Abigel,  of  her  cold  aversion,  of  the  doubts 
whereby  he  was  tossed  ?  There  had  been  no  scenes, 
for  the  cousins  by  tacit  consent  had  avoided  meeting. 
They  could  not  go  on  thus  for  ever.  The  ice  must 
be  broken  some  day,  and  here  was  a  convenient 
opportunity. 

Lord  Osmington  strolled  from  the  inn  through  the 
park,  flicking  weeds  with  a  stick,  as  he  rehearsed  the 
coming  interview  with  Miss  Eowe.  She  was  a  tartar, 
there  was  no  doubt  of  it,  who,  when  provoked,  could 
make  shocking  speeches.  She  was  just  like  a  pussy. 
If  you  rub  a  cat's  fur  in  one  direction,  how  she  sings 
and  stretches  languid  paws — round  puffs  of  velvet  pile ! 
Sm-e  so  sugary  a  nature  is  made  of  unalloyed  content. 
Then  if  you  rub  in  a  contrary  sense,  how  sudden  and 
<:*ompiete    the   change !      Mewing,   spitting,   smiting 
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with  curved  scimitars  like  razors.  Lord  Osmington 
considered  that  Abigel  had  turned  her  ugly  side  with 
very  little  provocation.  She  was  worse  than  Eosina 
or  Augustine,  in  that  they  were  open  to  bribery — for  a 
consideration  would  make  themselves  agreeable — 
whereas  Miss  Kowe  declined  to  be  beguiled,  to  put  ojff 
frowns  and  sulks.  A  horrid  girl,  to  have  got  rid  of 
whom  was  a  matter  for  gratulation  !  Having  made 
up  his  mind  as  to  this,  my  lord  felt  better.  It  is 
easier  for  a  man  to  speak  openly  to  a  stony  and  sulky 
girl  than  to  one  whose  bosom  heaves,  whose  lashes 
droop  with  April  raindrops.  He  sauntered  up  the 
terrace-steps,  in  at  the  open  window  of  the  library, 
and  strung  his  nerves  for  a  tussle.  There,  in  the 
corner,  was  the  Lady  Olivia's  chest  which  she  had 
rifled ;  there,  the  great  ebony  cabinet — huge  cumbrous 
thing — that  she  would  have  ransacked,  but  for  mus- 
cular weakness »  There,  in  a  corner,  was  a  little  one, 
with  doors  of  lapis  lazuli — a  pretty  piece  of  furniture, 
small  and  portable.  Yere  had  half  a  mind  to  carry 
it  with  him  up  to  town.  Did  it  contain  anything  ? ' 
He  had  taken  the  precaution  to  bring  the  bunch  of 
keys.  The  quaint  gold  one  must  belong  to  this. 
Letters.  What  a  fancy  the  Northallerton  family  must 
have  had  for  treasuring  letters  !  A  bundle  from 
Selina's  sisters — rubbish.  Stay,  one  or  two  blank 
sheets,  as  yellow  and  time-stained  as  the  rest.  My 
lord  was  struck  with  an  idea.     Pouring  a  few  drops 
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of  water  from  a  caraffc  into  the  inkstand,  lie  sat  down 
to  write.  "  A  capital  notion,"  he  murmured,  with  the 
sinister  glitter  that  made  him  look  so  ugly.  *'  Grub 
among  my  family  papers,  will  she  ?  "  Having  fin- 
ished a  note  to  his  satisfaction,  he  signed  it  "  James 
Jar  vis,"  and  popping  it  into  the  little  cabinet,  care- 
fully closed  the  doors,  and  rapped  the  table  loudly, 
bawling  that  ere  he  left  for  town  he  would  bid  farewell 
to  Abigel. 

The  small  rustic  serving-wench  peeped  in  with  awe, 
and  scuttled  off,  and  presently  Miss  Eowe  entered  the 
room  and  stood  with  arms  folded  and  lips  compressed. 
Deplorable  manners  !  This  young  person — on  whose 
elegant  accomphshments  mints  had  been  expended ; 
who,  when  in  amiable  mood,  could  ravish  with  the 
shawl  dance,  delight  with  tambourine  or  cymbals — had 
not  even  the  grace  to  say  good-morning !  What  a 
drawback  is  a  sulky  temper !     Now  Eosina,  though 

given  to  squalling  and  smashing  teacups But  for 

the  present  there  was  no  question  of  Eosina.  Lord 
Osmington  bowed  stiffly,  and  cleared  his  throat  with 
growing  nervousness.  There  was  fearless  courage 
looking  out  of  those  dark  eyes.  "  I  wished  to  see 
you,  Miss  Eowe,"  he  began  with  chill  civility. 

"Do  you  suppose  I'd  come  of  my  own  accord?" 
interrupted  the  scowling  one. 

Vere  was  disconcerted,  and  began  again  :  ''  I  re- 
quested the  honom*  of  an  interview." 
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"  Kequested  !  "  scoffed  the  maiden.  "  Request  a 
slave  whom  you  have  sold  !     How  kind  !  " 

"  Eeally,  you  are  the  crossest  baggage,"  blurted  out 
my  lord,  losing  self-command.  *'  If  you  wish  me  to 
speak  plain " 

"  Thanks ;  do,  without  rigmarole,"  drawled  Abigel, 
with  imperturbable  calm. 

''Then  listen,  and  hold  your  tongue.  I've  spoilt 
you  to  please  your  aunt,  and  you're  of  too  coarse  a 
grit  to  bear  spoiling  with  impunity.  I've  overlooked 
your  tantrums  and  sly  trickery,  for  her  sake ;  but  you 
may  tire  even  my  indulgence.  You're  a  low-bred 
pauper  without  a  sixpence,  who,  but  for  her  who's 
been  a  faithful  servant,  I'd  fling  into  the  gutter — your 
proper  place." 

''Too  faithful  a  servant,  I  doubt!"  the  girl  mur- 
mured, with  unflinching  eyes. 

"  Stuff  and  nonsense  !  A  prey  to  morbid  fancy, 
your  mind's  unhinged,  and  you  fly  off  after  a  cloud- 
wreath.  Would  you  roast  snow  in  a  furnace  ?  or 
catch  the  wind  in  a  net  ?  or  hold  a  mirror  for  moles  ? 
What  you  are  doing  is  quite  as  futile.  You  have 
dared  to  filch  documents  belonging  to  me." 

"  You  have  dared,"  retorted  Abigel,  "  to  filch  an 
inheritance.     James  Christopher  Jervois " 

"That  silly  fable,"  laughed  Vere,  warming  to  his 
work.  ' '  Since  you  find  it  so  entertaining,  shall  I  tell 
you  the  true  story  ?    The  last  lord  gave  out  that  his 
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brother  died  in  arms  at  Derby,  to  save  the  family 
honour.  The  duel  wherein  he  ^Yas  said  to  have  fired 
too  soon  was  a  fiction,  for  the  luckless  James  was 
caught  cheating  at  cards,  had  to  be  concealed,  was 
ultimately  shipped  to  Virginia.     It  can  be  proved." 

'*  That  is  a  He,"  returned  Miss  Kowe,  quietly. 
"Not  content  with  stealing  the  dead  man's  inheri- 
tance, you'd  blast  his  character  as  well.  Lady 
Olivia  knew  otherwise." 

"  Lady  Olivia  !  "  ejaculated  Vere.     "  My  mother  ?  " 

"  Here  is  her  diary.  Nay,  you  may  have  the  book, 
for  I've  read  all  that  may  be  read  of  it — not  much, 
alack !  " 

Abigel  had  won  a  trick,  and  her  antagonist  looked 
foolish.  "  What  does  she  say  ?  My  poor  mother 
was  half-witted,"  he  growled,  "  and  wist  not  what  she 
wrote.  Ask  Pentecost.  What  do  you  aim  at  ?  Eaten 
bread's  forgot,  of  course  ;  but  why  should  your  in- 
gratitude take  the  form  of  injury  ?  " 

"  I  want  to  see  a  grievous  wrong  put  right !  "  cried 
Abigel,  with  glowing  cheeks.  "  I  much  fear  that 
great-aunt  wrecked  herself  for  him  who  w^as  her 
paramour.  For  the  share  she  took  in  it  the  vengeance 
of  Heaven  will  fall  on  her  and  hers." 

Pentecost's  own  words  !  "  And  you,  groping 
blindly  in  the  dark,  are  to  sit  in  judgment  ?  BeHeve 
me,  more  harm  is  done  by  well-intentioned  meddling 
than  by  deliberate  crime.     You  are  self-deceived.     It 
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is  to  save  old  Pentecost  from  everlasting  flames, 
I  suppose,  that  you  display  so  feverish  a  desire  to 
ruin  me  ?  Not  so  !  You  blind  yom-self.  You've 
fallen  abjectly  in  love  with  a  pair  of  blue  eyes  and 
a  flaxen  head  set  with  a  halo  of  sham  romance. 
You've  given  your  heart  to  an  interesting  young 
scribbler  of  rhymes,  and  to  win  a  pat  from  him 
must  needs  don  the  armour  of  a  stage  heroine.  It 
is  always  love  that's  at  bottom  of  all  feminine  mis- 
chief and  wrong-doing.  With  us  it  is  a  pastime; 
with  you,  the  object  of  your  lives,  for  which  you're 
mad  enough  to  scale  walls  and  leap  down  chasms, 
regardless  of  yourselves  or  others." 

Miss  Kowe  was  startled,  and  my  lord  pursued  hi& 
advantage. 

"  Why  so  violent  an  interest  in  the  handsome  boy  ? 
What  is  he  to  you  unless  you  love  him  ?  I've  no 
objection  to  your  doing  so.  Let  bygones  be  bygones. 
Must  we  bring  you  together  and  make  a  match  of 
it  ?  To  please  old  Pentecost,  not  you,  I'll  do  that 
much.  Your  secret  can  be  read  in  your  tell-tale  face 
— ^but  are  you  sure  that  he  loves  you  in  return  ?  He 
always  seemed  to  me  more  pleased  with  himself  than 
any  other.  A  pretty  fall  for  your  stuck-up  pride,  my 
lady,  when  you  present  him  with  a  gift  that  he  does 
not  want — your  affection  I  mean — and  not  a  coronet  I 
Not  that  I  care  one  way  or  t'other.  You  may  go 
to  the  devil  as  you  like.    So  long  as  you  were  pleasant 
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I  was  glad  to  have  you,  but  that's  over.  Were  I 
spiteful  I'd  leave  you  to  grub  on,  j^loughing  a  rock, 
making  robes  for  Ushes.  Let  us  suppose  for  a  moment 
that  you're  right — that  the  youth  is  a  real  Jervois. 
Let  us  even  put  the  extreme  and  impossible  case  of 
your  tracing  his  hneage.  What  then  ?  He  will 
graciously  thank  you  for  your  trouble,  and  then, 
Bon-jour.  Dost  think  he'd  marry  you  ? — you,  a 
penniless,  friendless,  gipsy  waif  with  a  bad  temper, 
sprung  from  the  dunghill  ?  Pooh  !  I  know  men, 
if  women  puzzle  me.  The  new-made  earl  would 
stoop  perhaps  to  make  a  mistress  of  you  for  a  few 
months,  then  pass  you  on  to  his  valet.  If  you  had 
stopped  under  my  wing,  through  my  influence  we 
might  have  caught  some  one  who  really  would  have 
married  you ;  but  alone,  unsupported — never  !  At 
Mrs.  Fitzherbert's  instance,  the  Eegent  spoke  to  me 
about  it,  and  I  replied  that  your  own  fingers  had 
cut  away  your  chance.  I  had  said  I  was  sorry  for 
the  mishap,  and  you  sulked.  No  more  could  be 
expected  of  me  to  a  peasant  girl  like  you,  so  there 
was  an  end  of  the  matter.  Once  for  all,  do  as  you 
choose.  I  shan't  interfere  any  more.  Eemember 
only  that  by  encouraging  that  young  dreamer  in 
delusions  you  are  building  a  wall  between  yourself 
and  him.  He's  going  abroad  with  the  Princess, 
for  years  maybe,  as  she'll  never  return  if  idiot 
enough  to  go.     The  Prince  will  see  to  that.     Here 
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is  the  carriage,  so  I  must  be  off.  One  parting  word* 
Write  to  me  in  town  that  you  abandon  this  insane 
nonsense,  and  that  you  want  your  doll.  In  the  re- 
arrangement of  the  Princess's  household  it  can  be 
arranged,  I  dare  say,  that  he  shall  leave  her  service ; 
and  I'll  even  settle  something  on  you  both,  provided 
you  retire  somewhere  with  your  aunt,  who's  more  than 
half  imbecile,  and  cause  no  more  bother.  As  for  this 
house,  it  shall  be  pulled  down — no  use  in  harbouring 
rats." 

Vere  had  risen  splendidly  to  the  occasion,  and 
held  out  a  condescending  hand;  but  perceiving  how 
agitated  was  his  antagonist,  he  turned  with  a  laugh 
to  go,  and  started  on  perceiving  Cyrus  leaning  against 
the  wall. 

*' Eavesdropping  !  "  he  exclaimed. 

"  No,  my  lord.  I've  just  walked  over,  and,  hearing 
your  voice,  came  to  tell  you  that  the  coach  is  here." 

Lord  Osmington  glanced  at  Abigel,  and  departed 
satisfied.  Her  haughty  demeanour  had  given  place 
to  a  look  of  terror  and  doubt,  as  with  troubled  brow 
she  gazed  beyond  him  into  space.  The  tension  of 
his  lordship's  nerves  had  been  great  during  his 
harangue.  Kepose  was  needed,  so  he  got  inside  the 
carriage  instead  of  on  the  box,  and  mm^muring,  "  I've 
done  it  this  time,"  curled  himself  cosily  in  a  corner. 

Miss  Eowe  stood  like  a  statue,  without  motion,  and 
Cyrus  waited  in  humble  confusion  to  make  his  little 
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speech  of  contrition  and  crave  pardon.  But  slie 
remained  so  long  staring  out  at  nothing,  that  he 
grew  frightened,  and  advancing  whispered,  "  Abigel !  " 
She  awoke  at  once  from  her  trance,  and  crying, 
"  Don't  come  near  me  !  "  ran  down  the  terrace  steps, 
across  the  bridge  over  the  Fosse. 

Cyrus  stood  irresolute,  watching  her  flight.     Was 

she  so  furious  at  her  cousin's  slyness  that  she  could 

not  remain  in  the  same  county  ?     Or  was  she  gone 

crazy  ?      She    certainly    was    running  like   a    mad 

woman — past   the   ruined   abbey,   through   the   long 

grass  of  the  flat  pleasaunce  where  the  statues  were 

reflected  in  the  ponds — and  never  slackened  in  pace 

till  her  white  figure  was  lost  among  the  trees.     Cyrus 

scratched  his  pate,  not  knowing  what  to  make  of  it. 

What  a  flighty  thing  it  was — always   in  extremes  !. 

Well,  the  run  would  do  her  good  perhaps,  just  as 

a  preliminary  scamper  prepares  a  chafing  steed  for 

obedience  to   the   bit.     The   j)ugiHst  had  not   been 

guilty  of  eavesdropping,  but  was.  so  preoccupied  with 

what   he  should   say  to  his   cousin  as  not  to  have 

perceived  the  impropriety  of  intruding  on  his  lord's 

interview.     Yet   where    was   the   impropriety  ?     The 

window  was  wide  open,  and  Yere  was  talking  loud. 

One  sentence  he  had  caught  by  accident,  and  it  came 

as  a  revelation  to  the  listener.     Ever  since  the  day 

when  the  letters  were  burnt,  Cy  had  been  haunted 

with   a   conviction    that    his    patron  was    afraid   of 
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Leoline — that  the  reckless,  devil-may-care  man  of 
power  and  wealth  stood  in  dread  of  CaroHne's  page. 
So  monstrous  and  astonishing  a  conclusion  was 
calculated  to  disturb  a  stronger  intellect  than  Mr. 
Smalley's,  and  the  more  he  turned  it  over  and  over 
in  his  thick  head  the  less  could  he  make  up  his  mind 
what  his  own  conduct  ought  to  be.  If  my  lord  was 
so  eager  to  destroy  anything  which  spoke  of  the  past 
and  might  lead  to  the  fixing  of  Leoline's  parentage, 
the  latter  must  have,  in  my  lord's  opinion,  some  real 
right  to  the  title  he  professed  to  claim.  "  If  it's  his 
own  he  ought  to  have  it,  and  it  was  a  rascally 
proceeding  to  burn  those  documents."  So  argued 
straightforward  Cyrus,  and  then  his  poor  breast 
was  torn  and  mangled.  If  he  was  right  in  sup- 
posing that  the  nut-brown  darling  loved  the  claimant, 
and  was  working  tooth  and  nail  to  win  the  coronet 
to  share  with  him,  was  it  not  more  than  might  be 
demanded  of  human  nature  that  Cy,  who  had  views 
of  his  own,  should  be  expected  to  assist  ? 

He  felt  that,  if  he  could  be  convinced  as  to  the 
rights  of  Jarvis,  it  would  behove  him  at  any  rate  to 
abstain  from  opposition  to  his  cousin's  plans.  But 
my  lord's  words  had  drawn  him  out  of  a  dim  im- 
penetrable jungle  into  the  glorious  light  of  morning 
— had  shown  him  how  he  could  even  help  his  cousin, 
benefit  Jarvis  for  her  sake,  and  yet  be  himself  the 
gainer.    "Was  not  that  a  beatific  revelation  for  a  poor 
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blundering,  buffeting  mortal?  ''By  encouraging  the 
young  dreamer  in  delusions  you  are  building  a  wall 
between  yourself  and  him,"  my  lord  had  said.  For 
his  own  purpose  he  had  spoken  of  delusions.  "What 
if  they  were  not  delusions,  but  hopes  erected  on  a 
truthful  basis  ?  What  if,  by  helping  Abigel  to  prove 
that  Leoline  was  Earl  of  Northallerton,  a  bridgeless 
breach  could  be  made  between  the  two  ?  Prove  the 
claim  and  you  raise  the  claimant  out  of  reach.  That 
was  the  invaluable  hint.  What  a  fool  had  Cyrus 
been  not  to  see  that  in  his  jealousy  he  had  been 
insulting  his  beloved  !  She  was  not  the  woman — 
certainly  not — to  raise  Leo  to  a  lofty  place,  and  then 
say,  "  See  what  a  deed  I've  done.  I've  bought  my 
share  in  your  honours.  Out  of  gratitude  you  must 
lift  me  and  place  me  by  your  side."  And  if  the 
breach  were  dug,  why  should  she  not  turn  after  a 
while,  as  he  had  already  promised  himself,  towards 
an  adoring  if  humble  cousin  ?  He  did  not  profess 
such  high-flown,  self-sacrificing  principles  as  hers ; 
was  perfectly  ready  to  make  a  compact,  whereby,  in 
exchange  for  assistance  rendered,  she  would  promise 
to  try  and  like  him.  To  insist  on  sharing  a  coronet 
you  have  won  for  another  would  be  a  base  act. 
There  was  no  fear  of  proud  Abby  stooping  so  low. 
Why  should  not  her  cousin  take  the  hint  his  astute 
lordship  had  unconsciously  given  him,  and,  coming 
boldly   forward,    suggest   a   compact  ?     Would   it   be 
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mean?  No.  He  would  say  to  her,  "  See  how  devoted 
I  am  to  your  service ;  will  leave  no  stone  unturned 
to  please  you,  shrink  from  no  sacrifice.  Your  self- 
appointed  task  achieved,  will  you  accept  the  devotion 
of  my  life,  the  present  of  a  true  and  loving  heart  ?  " 
In  spite  of  Mr.  Crihb's  arguments  anent  the  danger 
of  ill-assorted  marriages,  Cyrus  thought  that  Abigel 
could  be  brought  in  time  to  like  him,  if  Leoline  could 
be  withdrawn  from  the  field.  Hence  Cy  gazed  at  the 
fleeing  maid  with  equanimity  instead  of  unmitigated 
despair,  for  he  considered  that  her  wild  gipsy  blood 
would  be  cooled  by  contact  with  nature,  and  that, 
when  she  came  back  by-and-by  with  soiled  shoes 
and  petticoats  thick  with  burrs,  she  would  be  too 
exhausted  to  be  energetic,  and  prepared  to  listen  to 
reason. 
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A    COMPACT. 

As  is  often  the  case,  it  was  a  stray  shot  that  brought 
the  quarry  down.  Through  the  first  part  of  my  lord's 
discourse,  Miss  Eowe  w^as  swept  by  waves  of  rage 
and  indignation  and  defiance,  in  that  she  should  be 
accused  of  wishing  to  make  Leo  great  and  rich  for 
the  purpose  of  sharing  his  possessions.  There  was 
protesting  wrath,  but  no  relenting.  Ayhen,  however, 
Vere  casually  sketched  a  picture  of  the  young  man's 
departure  from  England  for  an  unknown  term  of 
years,  and  offered  to  endeavour  to  prevent  his  going 
that  she  might  espouse  the  humble  page,  she  felt 
the  great  inward  bound  and  thump  which  is  vulgarly 
described  as  your  heart  rising  to  your  mouth.  A 
sudden  flash  seemed  to  reveal  something  hidden 
away  in  the  dimmest  recess  of  her  being  of  whose 
existence  she  was  ignorant,  and  the  ghmpse  of  its 
shadowy  shape  filled  her  soul  with  tumult.  This 
phenomenon  must  be  examined,  pulled  out  of  its 
hole,  turned  over,  probed,  dissected — but  not  with 
VOL.  II.  35 
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any  human  creature  by.  The  kindly  service  of  the 
knife  might  have  to  be  summoned ;  with  steady 
hand  it  might  be  necessary  to  cut  and  slash;  and 
the  moans  of  the  wounded  thing,  should  they  prove 
irrepressible,  must  be  heard  by  none,  least  of  all  by 
that  bad  fellow  Cyrus,  who  was  so  dastardly  a  traitor. 
So  the  girl,  like  a  wild  fawn,  sped  swiftly  over  the 
grass  into  the  woods,  and  dropped  down  panting  in 
a  favourite  solitary  spot  curtained  by  tangled  briars. 
*^He's  going  away — he's  going  away — for  years  and 
years  he's  going  away !  "  The  refrain  boomed  in  her 
brain  like  the  tolling  of  a  bell  of  death.  He  was 
going  beyond  seas  with  his  royal  mistress,  who  would 
never  be  permitted  to  return  to  England ;  his  fortunes 
were  bound  with  hers,  and  he  was  turning  his  back 
on  home.  Once  away,  w^hy  should  he  ever  return  ? 
Was  he  not  homeless,  friendless,  but  for  the  illus- 
trious lady  who  had  attached  him  to  her  household  ? 
The  Prince  of  Wales,  my  lord  had  said,  would  make 
it  his  business  to  see  that  she  never  returned  to 
England.     He  would,  no  doubt. 

Only  a  few  days  since.  Miss  Eowe  had  received 
a  letter  of  sixteen  pages  from  her  dear  Charlotte, 
detailing  the  horrors  of  her  flight  and  recapture,  the 
wickedness  and  malignity  of  every  one,  the  hollowness 
of  the  world;  and  laying  doleful  stress  upon  her 
mamma's  unseemly  glee  at  parting  from  her  child 
and  husband.     Leoline  would  go  with  the  Princess, 
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ibr  there  were  no  ties  to  detain  him  in  England  ;  he 
would  immerse  himself  in  hooks  at  Brunswick  or 
Hanover;  hecome  a  foreigner;  the  friends  of  child- 
hood would  he  forgotten.  And  why  not  ?  My  lord  had 
cogently  inquired,  what  was  the  youth  to  her  ?  The 
little  mountebank  who  had  dropped,  hungry  and 
ragged,  from  the  clouds  was  no  blood  relation — was 
nothing  to  the  girl  at  all.  Why  was  he  always  in  her 
thoughts  •?  Why  did  he  hold  a  conspicuous  place  in 
her  mental  picture-gallery,  any  more  than  Joe 
Hobday,  the  innkeeper's  loutish  son,  or  even  cousin 
Cyrus?  The  sisterly  attitude  was  ajdelusion.  She 
loved  cousin  Cyrus  after  a  protecting  superior  fashion ; 
and  it  was  natural  she  should,  for  was  he  not  the 
offspring  of  her  own  mother's  brother  ?  But  if  he 
had  been  going  away  for  a  long  terms  of  years  she 
would  have  wept,  vowing  that  never  never  would 
she  forget  his  round  honest  visage,  and  in  two  or 
three  years  at  most  he  would  have  dwindled  into  a 
cloudy  vision,  shapeless  and  devoid  of  colour.  At 
the  prospect  of  his  departure  she  would  not  have  felt 
that  gi-eat  tell-tale  thump  within.  Had  she  been 
deceiving  herself  all  along,  blinding  herself  wilfully, 
prating  of  Fate  and  Destiny  and  perpetual  maiden- 
hood, to  conceal  her  artful  selfishness?  Fate's 
shoulders  must  be  broad  and  muscular  to  bear  the 
loads  we  pile  on  them.  When  we  get  into  trouble 
we  always  rail  at  Fate,  although  more  often  than  not 
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our  plight  is  the  direct  result  of  our  own  folly.  With 
the  best  intentions,  how  easily  are  we  self-deceived ! 
With  what  smug  confidence  we  run  down  the  road 
faster  and  faster,  impelled  by  our  own  increasing 
velocity,  to  marvel  at  the  bottom  of  the  hill  at  the 
difference  which  exists  between  the  goal  attained  and 
the  intended  one.  With  profound  self-upbraiding  and 
hot  tears,  Abigel  drew  forth  out  of  her  bosom  the  con- 
cealed phenomenon  with  butterfly  wings,  and  looked 
at  it  with  sidelong  furtive  glance.  Lo  !  it  was  Love ; 
and,  weeping  bitterly,  she  asked  herself  however  he 
got  there.  Had  she  neglected  sufficiently  to  guard  her 
virgin  breast?  Insidious  wretch,  to  have  nestled, 
unperceived,  so  long !  And  having  made  the  terrible 
discovery  of  his  presence,  what  must  the  next  move 
be  ?  The  basis  of  my  lord's  impeachment  being  just. 
and  real,  his  words  smarted  in  her  flesh  like  barbs ► 
Could  she  be  so  base  as,  masquerading  in  Fate's  robe,, 
to  have  nourished  this  interest  in  Leoline  for  her 
own  ultimate  behoof  ?  No  !  That  part  of  the  in- 
dictment, at  least,  was  false  and  cruel.  But  it  was. 
a  bitter  thing  Vere  said  about  raising  the  youth  to 
pull  him  down  again.  The  more  successful  proved 
the  quest,  the  further  would  Leo  slip  beyond  her 
reach.  That  was  true.  He  liked  her  as  a  sister — 
with  no  more  warm  affection.  Perhaps,  if  Lord 
Osmington  settled  a  handsome  allowance  as  a  prize, 
it  might  be  worth  his  while  to  wed.     Would  he  do- 
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that  ?  Men  are  so  venal !  But  are  not  the  happiest 
marriages  those  wherein  burning  passion  and  subse- 
quent disillusion  have  had  no  part '?  Abigel's  London 
experience  taught  her  so  ;  for  many  loving  turtle- 
doves who  had  eloped  to  Gretna  Green  had  cultivated 
a  permanent  hatred  afterwards.  What  if  she  gave 
up  the  quest  and  accepted  my  lord's  offer  ?  Beloved 
Leo  would  be  independent,  instead  of  a  waif  living 
on  charity.  She  would  be  an  attentive,  affectionate 
wife,  make  his  home  happy,  be  careful  not  to  worry 
him  with  mawkish  endearments,  and  the  pair  would 
in  all  probability  go  down  to  the  grave  with  mutual 
esteem  and  calm  respect.  But  here,  again,  she  was 
arranging  Leo's  life  with  a  view  to  her  own  ultimate 
comfort !  What  was  she  also  but  a  waif  who  would 
benefit  equally  by  the  arrangement  ?  And  she  had  so 
ardently  longed  to  sacrifice  herself!  The  tempta- 
tion was  a  hard  one  to  resist,  for  Leoline  cared  little 
for  his  misty  rights.  That  was  the  provoking  part  of 
it,  which  made  Abigel  quite  testy.  An  ancestor  who 
had  fought  under  the  Standard  in  1300  was  naught  to 
him.  Yet  as  a  child  he  could  talk  of  the  Plantagenets. 
That  was  parrot-jargon,  caught  from  his  mammy, 
who,  poor  soul,  had  to  feed  on  Plantagenets  some- 
times for  lack  of  more  substantial  diet.  If  Abby  had 
been  a  man  she  would  have  tilted  against  wrong, 
have  combated  hand  to  hand  with  the  usurper,  have 
won  her  own  at  the  sword  point,  have  done  miracles 
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rather  than  be  crushed.  But  as  matters  stood,  what 
was  the  use  of  fighting  for  one  who  was  so  indifferent? 
And  then  she  chid  herself ;  for  she  had  settled,  before 
buckling  her  armour  on,  that  Leoline  was  to  win 
glory  on  a  nobler  field,  while  she  did  battle  for  the 
humdrum  fleshpots  which  would  leave  him  free  ta 
work.  And  now  a  bad  imp  whispered  in  her  ear  wha 
must  have  been  sent  by  Satan,  the  patron  of  my 
lord  Osmington.  "  Free  to  work  !  "  the  creature 
said.  "You  are  aiming,  for  his  good,  at  something: 
intangible,  which  you  never  will  attain.  Accept  my 
lord's  offer.  Unshackle  him  from  Caroline.  Provide 
him  with  tea  and  muffins,  and  a  honeysuckle  bower, 
and  sufficient  pocket-money  to  buy  books  and  pen  and 
ink.  Since  he  cares  not  for  the  title  of  his  ancestors, 
let  it  go.  Make  him  humbly  content — he  who  is- 
racked  by  the  discordant  elements  of  his  environ- 
ment." No.  A  thousand  times,  no  !  For,  attached 
to  my  lord's  proposal  was  the  condition  that  she 
must  be  a  part  of  the  bargain.  But  having  put  her 
shoulder  to  the  wheel.  Miss  Kowe  was  not  going  to  be 
baulked  of  her  purpose  by  false  shame.  She  was 
digging  an  unbridgeable  abyss,  was  she  ?  Very  well ; 
so  be  it.  It  was  part  of  the  programme  that,  the  goal 
achieved,  she  was  gracefully  to  withdraw.  What  she 
might  suffer  mattered  not.  Save  for  this  quest  her 
life  was  purposeless.  Since  sacrifice  there  must  be, 
it  should  be  made.     Plucking  the  dear  phenomenon 
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out  of  her  breast,  she  would  tie  him  on  the  altar,  fan 
the  coals,  grill  and  roast  him  till  he  was  quite  dead. 
It  was  evident  that  she  was  on  the  right  track,  or 
m}'  lord  would  not  be  so  ready  to  settle  the  two  waifs 
in   comfortable  obscurity.     The  cinders   of  the  phe- 
nomenon  should  be   shrined   in  the  holy  of  holies, 
never  to  be   looked   on  by   any   eyes   but   hers ;   be 
cherished  as  a  sacred   relic  of  pain   met  and   con- 
quered.    The  secret  should  be  rigidly  kept,  tempta- 
tion be  trampled.     In  the  solitude  of  the  woods  the 
dark  and  the  white  angels,  whose  special  charge  was 
Miss  Eowe,  crossed  their  blades,  and  the  white  one 
triumphed,  while  the  maid  for  whom  they  struggled 
cried  and  rocked  herself.     Victory  was   gained,  but 
blood  lay  thick  upon  the  leaves.     Oh,   why  are  we 
l)orn,  she  moaned,  to  suffer  so  ?     Wise  men  lecture 
of  a  progressive  development  from  a  lower  to  a  higher 
life.     That  may  be  so,  but  with  the  progress  comes 
increase  of  power  to  feel.     Better  not  to  rise.     While 
we,  creation's  lords,  are  groping,  tempest-tossed,  sore 
troubled,    the    lesser    organisms   go    blithely   about 
their  business,   performing  their  small  labours  un- 
oppressed  by   doubt.      The   ant,   knowing    what    is 
expected  of  its  puny  strength,  works  out  its  simple 
task.     The  province  of  the  lark  is  to  soar  heaven- 
ward,  and  carol  far  up  in  ether,  to  teach  budding 
songsters   to   sit  in  the  fresh  grass  and  tune  their 
throats  to  harmony.     How  preferable  their  calm  and 
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gentle  lot  to  ours,  condemned  to  strive  and  strain 
and  toil ;  bidden  to  choose  the  bitter,  eschewing  what 
is  sweet!  And,  slaves  to  passion,  to  impossible 
yearnings;  victims  of  abortive  labour  and  promises 
unfulfilled,  we  call  ourselves  lords  of  creation !  What 
of  the  next  development?  "Will  it  be  harder?  will 
the  result  achieved  be  even  more  ludicrously  short 
of  the  design  ?  If  it  is  to  be  something  higher,  more 
refined  and  nearer  to  God,  will  it  be  proportionately 
fraught  with  difficulty  ?  People  talk  of  the  peace  of 
the  grave — write  on  tombstones  *^  After  life's  fitful 
fever  he  sleeps  well."  If  we  could  only  be  sure  of 
that,  what  a  relief  to  many  of  us,  in  whom  the  shrink- 
ing dread  of  leaping  into  we  know  not  what  is  aggra- 
vated by  the  possibility  of  its  being  something  even 
more  troublous  than  existence  here  ! 

Musing  somewhat  in  this  wise,  Abigel  sat  in  the 
woods  all  day,  fretful  and  complaining,  envying  the 
butterflies  and  birds,  wishing  to  return  to  the  pristine 
condition  of  irresponsible  vegetable  or  sea-anemone. 
But  the  magnetic  influence  of  teeming  nature  was 
not  to  be  resisted.  Plants  and  lesser  organisms  seem 
so  glad  in  sunshine,  that  their  happiness  is  contagious. 
The  humming  of  myriad  insects,  chirping  of  birds, 
the  gentle  shimmer  of  the  leaves,  soothed  the  damsel's 
ear ;  while  the  fragrant  smell  of  the  earth,  to  which 
she  would  return  some  day,  ascended  like  incense 
to  her  brain.     Sure  'twas  Nature's  voice  that  spoke. 
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murmuring  that,  in  good  sooth,  under  the  sod  is 
peace !  Towards  evening  she  rose  from  a  crouching 
posture  to  her  knees,  and  prayed  to  be  shown  the 
right,  and  then  moved  slowly  homeward,  calmed  and 
comforted. 

Cyrus,  wdio  had  watched  her  flight,  became  uneasy 
as  the  hours  passed.  She  must  have  been  in  a 
dangerously  explosive  state,  he  considered,  to  require 
so  much  cooling;  hungry  too,  which  would  tend  to 
make  her  cross.  Good-tempered  as  a  rule,  Cy  knew 
himself  to  be  snappish  when  too  long  deprived  of 
food,  and  Abigel's  temper  at  the  best  was  short. 
When  he  spied  his  cousin  emerging  slowly  from  the 
wood,  he  put  the  kettle  on  to  boil.  The  sight  of  a 
cup  of  tea  is  always  mollifying. 

But  she  was  not  cross;  did  not  stamp  her  little 
foot  and  upbraid,  as  was  her  wont  when  Cyrus  mis- 
behaved. She  looked  at  him  with  a  serene  look  of 
indifference  as,  to  conceal  embarrassment  and  tre- 
mors, he  flapped  the  table-cloth  and  rattled  the 
spoons;  gazed  in  his  troubled  eyes,  and  raised  her 
lip  with  a  distracting  cm'l,  that  told  its  tale  of  scorn. 
"  She  doesn't  mean  to  quarrel — thinks  me  beneath 
notice,"  thought  poor  Cy.  This  frigid  contempt  was 
grievous  chastisement.  While  she  sipped  the  tea, 
her  cousin  made  wild  and  irrelevant  remarks  to  break 
the  chilHng  silence  that  weighed  him  down  like  lead, 
and,  finding  that  she  made  no  response,  was  goaded 
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by  extreme  desperation  to  seize  the  situation  in  his 
hands,  and  pour  forth  the  trouble  of  his  heart.  Why- 
did  she  look  in  that  way?  He  had  done  what  he 
conceived  to  be  his  duty,  he  stammered,  in  ]preventing 
her  from  performing  a  wrong  act  (an  eloquent  sniff 
from  Abigel) ;  for  she  had  no  more  right  to  steal  his 
lordship's  papers  than  to  take  his  watch  or  handker- 
chief. He  had,  therefore,  to  save  her  from  being 
tempted,  loyally  remitted  them  to  my  lord  Osmington 
— a  proceeding  he  would  ever  regret. 

*'Eegret!"  echoed  Abigel,  abruptly,  laj'ing  down 
her  saucer.  "  Are  you  sorry  to  have  been  so  loftily 
virtuous,  or  because  you  gave  me  pain?  And  you 
did  hurt  me  terribly ;  for  it  was  low  to  spy  in  the 
night,  and  deliberately  betray  my  confidence.  If  I 
had  wished  you  to  know  what  I  was  doing,  I  should 
have  searched  by  daylight.     A  nasty  spiteful  trick." 

"I  am  sorry,"  pursued  Cyrus,  bent  on  clearing 
himself,  "because  I've  changed  my  views.  I  thought 
the  things  were  his  ;  now  I  don't  think  they  were."    , 

Abigel  poured  some  tea  into  the  saucer  with  steady 
hand,  and  blew  on  it ;  and  remarked  presently — 

*' What  is  he  to  pay?" 

"  Pay — who  ?    Do  you  suppose " 

*'  That  you  are  to  be  paid  handsomely  for  com- 
pleting your  noble  job  as  spy,  for  leading  an  ignorant 
girl  into  snares.  Yes,  I  regret  that  you  force  me  to 
suppose  it.     Till  you  took  to  the  company  of  prize- 
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fighters  you  vreve  an  honest  lad.  Disrepntahle,  coarse 
rascals ! " 

'^AVho's  disreputable?"  flashed  Cy.  '^  Cribb's 
treated  with  respect  by  the  highest  in  the  land  !  You 
said  yourself  he  was  good  company.  But  never  mind 
him  now.  Something  happened  in  London,  while  I 
was  there,  that  made  me  change  my  mind.  Can't 
you  believe  it  ?  I've  reason  to  think  my  lord's  afi'aid 
of  Jarvis,  which  means  there  must  be  truth  in  these 
reports." 

Abigel  had  much  ado  to  control  herself.  Was  her 
white  angel  to  be  rewarded  for  his  prowess  ?  Was  Cy 
to  turn  accomplice,  after  all,  and — unasked  now — to 
give  his  help  ?  If  it  might  be !  But  grievous  past 
experience  counselled  caution.  What  was  it  that 
happened  in  London  ?  Cy  told  his  story  in  his  ram- 
bling way,  and  Abigel  listened  with  sparlding  eyes. 
So  the  papers  were  gone  for  ever  upon  which  the 
Lady  Olivia  had  set  store.  Deplorable  as  was  that 
calamity,  it  was  good  to  know  of  my  lord's  eagerness 
and  covert  fear.  He  must  have  made  this  pilgrimage 
on  pm-pose  to  reconnoitre.  He  had  shut  himself 
up  in  a  mouldy  chamber  with  Pentecost,  who  wa& 
not  pleasant  society,  and  had  whispered  with  her 
over  the  fire  as  if  working  lengthy  incantations, 
*' Blood  of  bat,  put  in  that,"  and  so  forth.  Ergo, 
Miss  Abigel  Eowe  was  on  the  right  scent,  and  he  had 
come  to  see  how  the  land  lay  and  take  i)recautions. 
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Mr.  Smalley's  cousin  looked  at  liim,  scrutinized  him 
narrowly.  There  could  be  no  doubt  but  that  he  was 
speaking  truth.  And  yet,  did  he  not  dislike  Leoline  ? 
— had  he  not  always  disliked  him?  What  was  his 
object  now  in  speaking  with  interest  of  that  dear 
youth?  She  put  the  question  bluntly;  and,  in  low 
and  tremulous  accents,  Cy  proceeded  to  explain. 

"  Don't  think,  Abby  dear,  that  I  would  have  given 
you  the  smallest  twinge  if  I  could  have  helped  it,"  he 
whispered.  "Sure  you  know  me  better  than  that? 
Oh,  Abby!  have  I  not  loved  thee?  and  hast  thou 
not  always  been  hard  with  me — not  tolerant — though 
knowing  that  stupid  I  may  be,  but  that  all  that  is 
best  in  me  I  freely  lay  at  thy  feet  ?  You  trample  on 
me,  Abby;  and  yet,  see,  I'd  rather  have  thy  frowns 
than  the  sweetest  looks  from  others.  Would  I  not 
pour  out  my  reddest  blood  to  satisfy  a  whim  of  thine  ? 
What  use — my  God ! — what  use  ?  What  is  my  life  to 
thee  ?  " 

Miss  Piowe  was  stung  by  compunction.  Perhaps, 
indeed,  she  had  judged  her  cousin  harshly,  but  care- 
fully refrained  from  confessing  as  much.  Even  if 
unable  to  return  a  passion,  it  is  delightful  to  see  a 
strong  nature  wrestling  within  the  toils.  Why  would 
Cyrus  persist  in  presenting  his  heart  to  her  ?  Why 
was  he  so  terribly  in  earnest  ? 

He  had  often  told  his  love,  but  never  with  this 
thrill  in  his  voice;  and  she  had  always  laughed  it 
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off  as  commonplace  gallantry.  It  would  be  wanting 
in  respect  for  a  male  cousin,  who  had  been  brought 
up  with  a  female  ditto,  not  to  declare  that  he  adored 
her;  and  yet  it  would  be  quite  natural  if,  the  next 
minute,  he  were  to  propose  to  some  one  else.  The 
big  hands  of  this  great  lumbering  fellow  were  trem- 
bling, despite  their  iron  sinews  ;  and  she  looked  down 
at  her  own,  like  a  brown  bird  in  his  strong  grasp. 
Those  enormous  mawleys  were  skilful  in  the  pummel- 
ling of  noses.  The  remembrance  of  that  recalled  her 
to  herself,  and,  withdi-awing  her  fingers  gently,  she 
tapped  him  on  the  cheek. 

**  You  are  a  silly  old  Blunderbore  !  "  she  remarked. 

"Give  your  life  for  a  whim !  Is  it  worth  so  little? 
Vague  statements  are  easily  made,  and  cost  nothing. 
Of  course  you'd  give  up  your  useless  life,  but  not  your 

horrid  profession ! " 
Cyrus  sighed  deeply,  and  was  silent. 
"  You've    not    answered    my   question,"   persisted 

Abigel.     "  Why  this  sudden  interest   in   Leoline,  of 

whom  you  used  to  be  so  jealous  ?  " 

"Have  you  thought,"  Cyrus  asked  abruptly,  "that 

my  lord  Northallerton  cannot  take  to  wife  his  servant's 

niece  ?  " 

Miss  Eowe  was  enlightened,  and  stared  at  Cyrus, 

wondering.      He  really  was   in   sober  earnest,   and 

thought  he  saw  his  way  to  shelving  a  dreaded  rival. 

He  must  have  overheard  my  lord.      Sure  he  could 
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not  have  evolved  this  brilliant  piece  of  scheming  out 
of  his  own  head  ?  "  There  is  no  talk  of  such  a  thing," 
she  retorted,  with  impatience.  "Cannot  a  body  do  a 
generous  act  from  a  good  motive  ?  " 

The  sun  beamed  forth  from  Cy's  glad  face,  as  he 
rose  and  stood  before  his  cousin.  "Say  it  again, 
Abby,"  he  cried.  "  I  feared  you  liked  him,  too  much 
ever  to  like  me.  If  you  may  not  be  his,  you'll  not 
wear  the  willow  for  his  sake  ?  See  how  I  love  you !  " 
he  continued,  falling  on  his  knees  in  the  gloaming, 
and  clasping  the  girl  hungrily.  "  Till  now  I  did  not 
know  how  much,  I  will  help  to  trace  out  this  claim 
for  him  ;  will  be  docile  to  you  as  a  slave.  I  will  give 
up  my  future  for  your  sake,  though  'twill  half  break 
Tom's  heart — be  seen  within  the  ropes  no  more.  Only 
promise  to  be  mine  some  day,  my  very  own.  I  will 
bide  your  own  time,  and  be  so  patient ! " 

The  ardour  of  her  suitor  fairly  took  Abigel's  breath 
away.  "  Set  me  free — for  shame  !  "  she  cried,  strug- 
gling to  disengage  herself ;  but  the  more  she  fought 
the  tighter  did  his  embrace  become. 

"  Let  be  !  "  he  whispered,  laying  his  head  upon  her 
lap,  and  smiling  up  into  her  face.  "  Let  be,  and 
promise.     Then  do  with  me  as  you  will." 

A  procession  of  ideas  danced  swiftly  through  the 
mind  of  Abigel,  and  she  felt  stunned  by  their  mad 
whirl.  How  singular  was  this  !  A  brief  while  ago 
she  was  revolving  the  possibility  of  being  united  to 
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Leo,  who  cared  not  for  her;  consicTenng  how  by  de- 
votion she  would  wdnd  herself  about  his  being,  make 
herself  necessary  to  his  life,  by  becoming  a  serf  to  his 
<3aprice.  That  had  been  laid  aside  as  unseemly,  and 
now  the  position  was  reversed.  Cyrus  was  imploring 
her  to  promise  herself  to  him,  vowing  that  his  great 
love  was  enough  for  both,  that  the  strength  of  his 
iiffection  should  in  time  compel  a  retmii — raise  verdure 
u2)on  rocky  soil.  To  please  her  he  would  even  give 
up  the  ring,  turn  his  back  on  a  cherished  future 
adorned  with  laurels,  bright  with  fame.  His  love 
must  indeed  be  great !  His  suggested  withdrawal 
from  pugilism  opened  a  new  vista,  for  it  was  settled 
that  to  espouse  a  professional  bruiser  was  altogether 
■out  of  the  question.  She  was  sick  of  the  tinselled 
gewgaws  of  the  empty  world  of  fashion ;  could  look 
forward  to  an  obscure  existence  in  a  humble  cottage ; 
had,  indeed,  quite  made  up  her  mind,  so  soon  as  the 
self-appointed  task  was  done,  to  retire  into  meditative 
obscm-ity.  If  so,  why  alone  ?  A  few  hours  ago  it 
had  come  home  to  her  that  the  notion  of  perpetual 
maidenhood  was  a  sham  with  which  she  had  hood- 
winked herself.  In  her  heart  of  hearts  she  knew 
that  she  worshipped  the  blue  eyes  of  Leoline ;  but 
the  phenomenon  had  been  tied  upon  the  altar,  was 
grilling,  steaming,  and  soon  would  be  out  of  his 
misery.  Cyrus  was  a  dear  fellow^  admirable  in  many 
ways — a  rough   gem  that    might    be    trimmed   and 
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polished,  made  with  care  to  sparkle,  shine  with 
prisoned  light.  Madam  Smalley  was  known  to  have 
put  by  the  savings  of  a  long  servitude.  Why  should 
not  the  three  remove  some  day  to  some  remote  part 
of  England,  and  start  a  new  career  ?  Cyrus  might 
farm  in  a  modest  way ;  she  would  look  after  the 
dairy,  supervise  generally,  see  that  grandaunt  was 
clean  and  comfortable.  Madam  Smalley  would  soon 
be  bedridden,  unfit  even  nominally  to  take  care  of 
Battle  Magna.  A  change  would  have  to  be  made. 
Cyrus  had  set  his  heart  upon  the  thing,  and  she  might 
do  worse  than  let  him  have  his  way.  Just  once.  For 
in  the  future  Miss  Kowe  would  rule  him  with  an  iron 
rod,  and  he  from  his  own  showing  would  submit 
gladly  to  the  charming  despot.  Poor  Abigel  wa& 
always  building  fancy  edifices  in  which  the  dear  ones 
for  the  moment  were  to  dwell.  At  one  time  castles, 
now  a  cot ;  and  as  she  looked  at  it,  with  its  wealth  of 
roses  and  marigolds  and  sweet-williams  and  jonquils, 
its  aspect  found  favour  in  her  eyes.  Marry  Cyrus 
now,  of  course  she  could  not,  and  he  knew  better  than 
to  ask  her  so  to  do.  A  task  had  to  be  accomplished 
first — a  difficult  and  uphill  task.  Was  it  wicked  to 
promise  her  hand  to  a  man  she  did  not  love  as  a  wife 
should  love  her  husband  ?  No.  For  Abigel  felt  sure 
that  if  she  chose  she  could  make  this  simple  fellow 
very  happy,  which  happiness  being  her  own  work 
w^ould  be  reflected  back  upon  herself.     There  would 
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be  self-sacrifice  in  this.  Content  in  a  humble  sphere, 
she  could,  as  soon  as  the  phenomenon  had  been  well 
grilled,  follow  from  a  distance  the  successful  career  of 
the  great  Lord  Northallerton,  with  a  proud  remem- 
brance of  her  own  share  in  his  greatness.  A  rich 
earl  and  an  immortal  poet !  With  what  delight  would 
she  send  to  town  from  her  retreat  for  his  last  work, 
and  drink  in  the  noble  thoughts  set  in  golden  rhythm  ! 
As  usual.  Miss  Eowe  leapt  across  the  intervening 
chasm  to  the  goal,  forgetting  for  the  moment  that  to 
reach  it  a  weary  journey  must  be  undertaken,  down 
one  precipice,  across  a  rocky  vale,  and  then  a  painful 
chmbing  up  the  other  cliff. 

She  sat  back  with  hands  intertwined  behind  her 
head,  gazing  dreamily  out  at  the  darkling  woods,  the 
straight  lines  of  purple  cloud  against  the  amber  sky, 
the  pale  faint  crescent  of  the  rising  moon ;  and  Cy 
remained  quiet,  his  head  pillowed  on  her  lap,  content 
to  wait  thus  for  ever  while  she  made  up  her  mind. 
On  his  side  the  promise  had  been  given,  the  forfeit 
made  of  his  career.  He  was  sorry  to  think  of  Cribb's 
disappointment ;  a  little  nettled  at  the  thought  of  the 
sneers  which  would  be  cast  at  him  by  baulked  Corin- 
thians. Thank  Heaven,  their  malice  could  say  naught 
against  his  honour.  What  were  such  trifling  annoy- 
ances in  the  sanctified  presence  of  his  great  oblation  ? 
To  stem  the  current  of  your  life,  deliberately  to  turn  it 
from  a  sunny  course  into  the  shade,  requires  so  mighty 
VOL.  II.  3G 
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an  effort  that  its  accomplishment  brings  with  it  a 
sense  of  fatigue  which  calls  for  tranquillity  and  rest. 
Cyrus  knew  well  that  for  a  long  while  he  would  grieve 
and  fret ;  that  the  sight  of  the  Morning  Herald,  with 
its  long  accounts  of  the  doings  at  the  Fives-courts 
and  Moulsey,  would  be  a  stab.  But  he  would  get  over 
that  in  time.  And  then,  to  spend  the  remainder  of 
his  earthly  span  with  Abigel,  to  clasp  her  as  he 
clasped  her  now,  was  not  that  worth  a  heavy  pay- 
ment ?  He  felt  that  she  would  not  refuse,  that  the 
force  of  his  love  would  master  her  will ;  so  he  was  not 
surprised,  though  his  heart  welled  with  exulting  joy, 
when,  after  a  long  time,  when  it  was  quite  dark,  she 
laid  her  hand  upon  his  head,  and  stooping,  kissed  his 
hair.  Gently  she  disengaged  his  fingers,  and  whis- 
pering, "  Leave  me  alone  to  think,"  floated  out  of  the 
chamber,  and  locked  herself  within  her  own. 

How  elastic  was  the  turf  beneath  Cy's  feet,  how  pure 
the  vault  overhead,  how  bright  the  stars,  as  one  by 
one  they  twinkled  forth  to  congratulate  him  on  his 
victory !  Never  had  the  green  pleasaunce  appeared 
so  calmly  fair,  the  verdant  amphitheatre  so  rich  and 
varied,  as  now  in  the  summer  night.  She  had  not 
promised  in  words,  but  that  kiss  was  enough.  She 
would  be  his  some  day — his  own  darling  little  wife — 
his  Abigel !  What  was  he  to  be  so  blest  ?  True,  he 
had  never  done  aught  of  which  to  be  ashamed ;  but 
hitherto  his  virtues  had  been  negative.     If  his  nest 
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was  lowly  he  had  kept  it  clean  ;  and,  please  God,  he 
would  do  so  to  the  end.  With  a  brisk  tread  and 
heaming  countenance  he  strode  across  the  park, 
whisthng  softly  as  he  went,  and  stood  in  the  presence 
of  his  preceptor,  a  vision  of  happiness. 

Mr.  Cribb  stared,  shook  out  the  ashes  of  his  pipe, 
refilled  and  lit  it,  waiting  for  an  explanation  of  his 
pupil's  joy. 

**  She's  accepted  me !  "  cried  Cyrus,  wringing  his 
friend's  hand. 

"  The  devil,  she  has !  "  ejaculated  Tom,  by  no 
means  inclined  to  be  hilarious.  *' What  rum  critters, 
to  be  sure ! "  he  pursued  reflectively.  "  Now,  I'd  have 
wagered  anything  that  she'd  rather  die  than  take  one 
of  our  cloth.  Not  but  what  she  took  to  it  amazingly 
when  she  used  to  come  here  cooking.  But  a  passing 
fancy's  one  thing,  and  a  life-long  interest's  another. 
Well,  hurroar,  I  say,  and  may  the  olive-branches 
^ow  like  a  forest !  They  are  rum  critters,  surelie  ! 
Might  as  well  expect  'em  to  be  consistent  as  ask  a 
Highlander  for  a  kneebuckle  !  Good  luck,  my  lad  ! 
You'll  have  courage  now  to  go  in  and  lick  the  Pink." 

Cy's  face  fell  a  little.  It  was  painful,  in  the  midst 
of  his  own  joy  and  the  other's  hearty  sympathy,  to  be 
obHged  to  disappoint  his  friend. 

''I  can't  fight  the  Pink.     That's  off !  "  he  said. 

"  What ! "  shouted  Cribb,  dropping  his  pipe  in 
consternation.       "Not  fight    the You    must; 
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after  all  that's  bin  said,  and  the  heavy  bets  and 
all,  you  must,  my  chap.  There's  no  getting  out 
of  it !  " 

**Why?"  asked  Cyrus.  "I've  beat  him  once.  I 
can  refuse  to  fight  without  dishonour.  Specially  as 
I've  decided  to  leave  the  prize-ring." 

Cribb  was  too  angry  to  trust  his  tongue.  Oh  1 
these  critters  !  Anarchists  !  iconoclasts  !  That  she 
should  actually  have  coaxed  and  wheedled  his  favourite, 
to  whom  he  had  so  hoped  some  day  to  abandon  the^ 
belt,  to  leave  the  profession !  It  was  flying  in  the 
face  of  Providence — it  was  !  All  men  are  endowed 
with  special  talents  which  they  should  cultivate  as 
highly  as  they  can.  Cyrus  had  been  given  mawleys, 
a  quick  eye,  agile  limbs,  etc.,  and  he  was  going— 
to  gratify  a  bit  of  a  brown  slut,  who  wasn't  worth 
his  little  finger — to  turn  his  gifts  from  their  proper 
use.  He  was  ungrateful  too,  desperately  wicked,  and 
would  be  punished.  Had  he,  Mr.  Cribb,  so  little  to 
do  that  he  could  afford  to  waste  his  time,  squander 
his  attention,  upon  a  fellow  with  no  bowels  ?  He 
had  no  bowels — that  he  hadn't — or  he  would  show 
compassion  for  a  well-tried  and  constant  friend,  and 
come  up  to  the  scratch,  and,  for  the  honour  of  the 
Bristol  school,  drub  that  Pink  of  Bow.  He,  Mr. 
Cribb,  had  laid  his  own  private  money  on  Cyrus,  and 
meant  to  win  his  stakes.  Sure  Smalley  would  not  be 
such  an  egoist  as  to Here  the  Champion's  voice 
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broke  clown,  and  the  hero  of  a  hundred  fights  was 
fain  to  brush  a  mawley  over  his  moist  optics. 

This  was  harrowing.  That  Cribb  would  be  disap- 
pointed Cyrus  knew,  but  that  he  should  take  it  thus  to 
heart  was  a  blow  and  at  the  same  time  a  compliment. 

"  My  dear  old  man,"  he  said  affectionately,  *'  if  it's 
for  my  happiness,  you  should  be  glad." 

"What  will  my  lord  say?"  demanded  the  irate 
Champion. 

Cyrus  looked  grave.  For  obvious  reasons  my 
lord  must  be  kept  in  the  dark  as  to  Cy's  motives  for 
abandoning  the  ring.  Cy  could  not  tell  Tom  that  my 
lord  was  wilfully  usurping  another  man's  possessions. 
It  was  all-important  that  Vere  should  be  kept  in  the 
dark  as  to  an  alliance  between  Abigel  and  Cyrus. 
The  young  man  sat  himself  down,  therefore,  and 
caUing  for  heavy  wet  (Cribb  growled,  "  Heavy  wet 
for  a  pugiHst  in  training  !  "),  lectured  his  friend  upon 
the  subject.  The  ultimate  result  he  had  at  heart 
rubbed  up  his  wits,  and  he  succeeded,  after  much 
argumentative  hammering,  in  winning  the  Champion 
to  his  side.  It  was  impossible  to  give  reasons  for  his 
course  of  action.  Cribb  should  know  them  some  day. 
The  Champion  must  show  that  he  really  cared  for  his 
favourite  by  helping  him  with  blind  faith  in  this 
deHcate  matter. 

Cribb  hung  back,  was  hard  to  convince ;  for,  being 
a  plain,  straightforward  person,  he  had  an  antipathy 
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for  secrets.  "  Well !  "  he  sighed  at  last,  perceiving 
that  it  was  hopeless  to  argue  with  a  man  in  love, 
"I'll  do  your  bidding,  lad,  though  I  wish  she  wa& 
somewhere  for  what  she's  done.  I  won't  ask  if  it's, 
all  square  and  honourable,  for  you  wouldn't  do  any- 
thing that  wasn't ;  I  know  that.  And  don't  ask  me 
to  tell  no  lies,  for  they're  not  in  my  line  neither^ 
That  being  understood,  peg  away." 

And  so  it  was  arranged  that  Cribb  should  return 
to  town  in  a  day  or  two  with  Cyrus;  that  the  latter 
should  take  the  occasion  of  the  first  benefit  at  the 
Fives-courts  to  get  up  on  the  platform  and  publicly 
declare  that  he  intended  to  fight  no  more. 

"Except  with  the  gloves,"  suggested  Cribb. 

"  Not  even  with  the  gloves,  old  mate  !  'Tis  bad  to- 
make  two  bites  of  a  cherry.  Meanwhile  we'll  concoct 
a  letter  to  the  Pugilistic  Club,  stating  that  the  affair 
with  Caleb's  off  for  good  and  all.  And  under  no 
circumstances,  mind,  will  you  breathe  a  word  to  any 
living  soul,  as  to  Miss  Eowe's  share  of  the  business." 
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To  enjoy  the  comj^lete  confidence  of  the  nut-brown 
maid,  to  sit  beside  her  in  the  quiet  woods,  so  close 
that  her  breath  mingled  with  his,  went  far  to  recon- 
cile Cyrus  to  his  abdication  of  a  prospective  niche  in 
the  Walhalla  of  fistic  fame.  There  was  nothing  to 
mar  the  sweetness  of  those  jocund  hours.  She  ap- 
peared to  enjoy  the  tete-a-tete  as  much  as  he,  and  the 
subject  round  which  her  talk  revolved  was  not  dis- 
tasteful to  her  coadjutor,  for  the  harder  she  and  her 
new  hodman  were  prepared  to  work  the  sooner  that 
wall  would  be  erected ;  while  as  for  the  futm-e,  Cribb 
had  declared  with  emotion  that,  being  childless,  Cy 
should  be  his  heir — should  have  all  that  the  Champion 
had  from  time  to  time  deposited  in  hidden  stockings 
whensoever  he  might  elect  to  ask  for  it. 

Abigel  went  over  with  her  cousin — slowly  and  fi-e- 
quently,  that  it  might  be  absorbed  through  his  dense 
cranium — all  she  had  picked  up  with  regard  to  the 
Northallertons :   and  in  the  course  of  demonstration 
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(as  is  frequently  the  case)  other  ideas  sprang  into 
being,  new  combinations  formed  themselves  which 
deserved  to  be  thoroughly  discussed.  However  much 
we  may  puzzle  our  heads  in  thinking  out  a  subject  in 
solitude,  it  is  surprising  how  much  more  clearly  its 
details  stand  forth  when  we  explain  it  to  some  one 
else.  There  was  nothing  more  to  be  made  of  Lady 
Olivia's  diary.  Vere,  her  son,  had  declared  she  was 
half-witted.  Her  own  journal  seemed  to  show  that 
she  was  of  a  morbidly  sensitive  turn ;  that  she  suspected 
that  the  search  for  James  Christopher's  offspring  had 
been  conducted  in  a  perfunctory  manner  for  form's 
sake.  Judging  from  what  she  had  written,  it  was 
probable  that  her  deathbed  prayer  to  her  husband  had 
been  that  he  (George,  second  Lord  Osmington)  would 
institute  so  thorough  an  investigation  as  to  settle  the 
question;  she  being  mastered  by  a  conviction  that 
a  curse  followed  a  usurper,  which  was  sure,  sooner  or 
later,  to  run  down  him  and  his.  Pentecost  knew  all 
about  that  interview,  of  course,  but  as  certainly 
would  decline  to  speak.  Taciturn  always,  the  crone 
had  even  ceased  to  mumble  since  Vere's  departure — 
had  riveted  her  lips  together,  to  be  unscrewed  by  no 
medium  except  ardent  spirits.  What  did  Cyrus 
think  of  making  his  granny  drunk,  and  then  belabour- 
ing her  with  cunning  queries  ?  Cyrus  laughed  con- 
sumedly  at  the  dare-devil  recklessness  of  the  naive 
little  conspirator,   who  seemed  resolved  to  stick  at 
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nothing,  to  throw  scruples  to  the  wmds.  It  was  an 
amusing  conceit,  but  perfectly  unpractical.  So 
seasoned  a  toper  could  not  he  made  drunk.  Why, 
whiskey  ran  in  her  veins  instead  of  blood  !  Spirits 
would  in  time  corrode  the  coats  of  her  stomach,  if 
they  were  not  already  gone ;  but  as  to  inducing  the 
crone  to  blab  by  means  of  an  overdose  of  liquor,  the 
idea  was  worthy  of  a  maiden's  innocence.  It  was 
hard  to  have  a  clue,  the  chief  one,  under  your  hand 
and  be  unable  to  use  it.  Pentecost  knew  also  about 
the  worn  man  who  had  appeared  and  vanished.  Who 
could  he  have  been,  and  what  was  his  name  ?  It 
eould  not  have  been  James  Christopher  himself,  for 
from  what  Abigel's  own  mother  had  related,  the 
mysterious  fat  person  wdth  white  hair  and  world-worn 
visage  had  appeared  about  the  year  1790.  At  that 
date  the  original  fugitive,  if  still  alive,  would  have 
counted  seventy  years,  whereas  the  fat  man  seemed 
to  be  about  forty  years  old,  she,  Abigel's  mother, 
having  been  struck  by  the  fact  that  his  hair  was  pre- 
maturely white,  and  that  his  visage  was  lined  by  care 
rather  than  by  age  ;  for  though  the  furrows  were 
deep,  the  skin  was  fresh  and  pink.  It  must  have 
been  that  son,  then,  who  was  supposed  to  have  died 
of  smallpox. 

"  Of  course  it  could  not  have  been  James  Chris- 
topher," remarked  Cy,  with  unaccustomed  acumen. 
"  Though  they  were  content  to  be  careless  over  the 
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children,  they  would  have  been  bound  to  be  sure  of 
James's  death  before  Lady  Selina  could  inherit  the 
property.  Stray  low-born  children  might  die  or  dis- 
appear, and  be  carelessly  accounted  for.  But  James, 
we  know,  was  made  factor,  held  a  farm  in  a  known 
district  on  the  borders  of  Tipperary.  You  may  be 
certain  his  death  was  proved." 

"  Yes,"  returned  Miss  Kowe.  "  Lady  Olivia  states 
distinctly  in  her  diary  that  all  possible  search  was  made 
in  Ireland  before  Selina  inherited.  That  son,  then, 
migrated  probably  to  England,  in  some  mean  capacity. 
It  would  be  useless  to  look  up  wills  in  Doctors* 
Commons;  paupers  have  nothing  to  leave.  If  we 
could  only  discover  where  he  lived  !  " 

"  First  you  have  to  know  what  was  his  name.  Ah ! 
his  name !  "  cried  Cyrus,  starting  up  as  if  he  had 
been  shot,  tearing  at  his  hair  and  grinding  his  teeth, 
distracted. 

"  What  is  the  matter  7  "  inquired  Abigel,  alarmed 
at  the  consternation  depicted  on  the  other's  face. 

"  Oh,  what  a  fool  and  dolt  I  was  !  "  Cy  wailed.  *'  I 
see  now  why  my  lord  burnt  those  letters.     One  of 

them  contained  the  name I  read  it  in  yonder 

library  whilst  thou  wert  sleeping.  The  name !  It 
was '* 

"  What  ?     Oh,  do  remember  !  "  besought  Abigel. 

"I  cannot,"  moaned  Cy,  sinking  back  by  her  side 
among  the  leaves,  his  chin  sunk  on  his  breast.     "  I 
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didn't  know  it  signified.    How  should  I  ?  But  I  should 
recognize  it  if  I  saw  it,  that  I'll  swear." 

"  And  much  use  that  would  he  !  "  retorted  the  girl, 
sharply.  "  Oh,  Cy !  think  what  you've  done.  The 
Lady  Olivia  was  coerced  hy  her  lord  and  his  para- 
mour ;  she  could  not  search  properly,  without  her  hus- 
hand's  concurrence,  and  so  she  placed  the  letter,  not 
in  her  own  chest,  hut  in  another  receptacle,  lest  other 
traces  of  that  name  should  carefully  he  sponged  out, 
prophetically  seeing  us  perhaps  delving  at  this 
mystery.  No  wonder  Lord  Osmington  was  eager! 
For  without  that  name  we  are  powerless.  If  we  had 
it  we  might  discover  where  he  lived,  examine  his 
dwelling,  the  neighbouring  church,  and  so  pick  up 
the  links !  It  is  checkmate,  my  cousin,  and  through 
you." 

Miss  Eowe  concluded  mournfully,  and  her  words 
fell  upon  the  unhappy  Cyrus  like  a  death  sentence. 
If  he  had  guessed  that  his  happiness  was  to  hang 
upon  those  shreds  of  yellow  paper,  would  he  have 
kept  them  back?  "No!  "  he  thought  with  pride; 
'"not  if  I  considered  that  they  were  his  property. 
Much  happiness  I  should  have  if  I  knew  myself  a 
robber."  But  the  result  was  no  less  soul-distracting. 
"We  must  not  despair,"  he  cried.  "How  can  we 
tell  that  all  other  traces  were  destroyed  ?  We  must 
inquire  high  and  low  of  all  the  old  people." 

"  It  is  already  done,"  said  Abigel,  in  the  dumps. 
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"  All  ?  There's  old  Kimpton  now,  the  blacksmith. 
He  must  be  sixty  at  least,  [and  has  heard  all  the 
gossip  of  the  neighbourhood  since  he  was  a  boy.  Do 
they  not  gather  round  the  forge  like  bees  in  winter 
for  the  heat,  on  their  way  to  and  from  Eipon  market  ? 
They've  always  done  so — their  fathers  and  mothers 
before  'em.  Don't  you  recall  how,  as  children,  we 
used  to  laugh  when  he  grew  testy  with  the  cackle,  and 
roared,  *  Now,  lads  and  lasses,  make  way,  make  way, 
unless  you  want  to  be  shod  with  iron  '  ?  " 

"  No ;  I  never  thought  of  him,"  admitted  Abigel. 
*'  He's  grumpy,  and  his  tongue's  rough." 

"  Never  heed  that.  We'll  go  down  this  very  even- 
ing, for  no  man  likes  a  gossip  more  than  he  when 
the  work's  done.  Besides,  he's  proud  of  me  and  the 
fine  things  that  have  been  said  in  the  papers — pleased 
for  the  honour  of  the  village,  he  says." 

Cyrus  sighed  to  think  that  was  all  over,  and  his 
cousin  felt  a  second  twinge  of  compunction  in  that 
she  had  accepted  the  offering.  Was  it  not  very 
selfish?  For  Leoline's  sake  she  could  immolate 
herself  and  others. 

"  Let  us  have  it  quite  clear  before  we  speak  to 
him,"  pursued  Cyrus.  "  We  have  to  ask  the  old 
fellow  to  tax  his  memory  as  to  what  ? — whether  the 
name  of  James  Christopher's  lad  who  died  of  small- 
pox was  ever  bandied  in  the  village  ?  Surely  it  was. 
For  on  the  alehouse  bench  and  in  the  ingle-nook 
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be  sure  the  village  Solomons  sifted  the  subject 
thoroughly." 

"  That  is  it,"  acquiesced  Abigel.  ''  Leoline's  father 
Tvas  called  Hans  Jarvis.  A  common  soldier,  he 
fought  under  Lord  Lake  in  the  Irish  rebellion,  and 
was  killed  at  Vinegar  Hill,  leaving  a  widow,  Naomi. 
She  perished  of  misery  and  want.  All  that  is  known. 
I  have  the  marriage  lines  that  were  brought  by  the 
child  to  my  lord ;  have  always  asked  myself  why  he 
was  so  indifferent  about  them  ;  but  that  is  clear  now. 
The  chain  being  broken  higher  up  beyond  repair,  this 
certificate  is  worth  nothing.  Hans  was  grandson  to 
the  fugitive  James  Christopher ;  I'm  certain  of  it ; 
the  dates  would  fit  exactly.  If  only  we  had  the  name 
of  Hans'  father — who,  no  doubt,  was  that  white- 
haired  man  !     If  you  could  remember " 

^'  Come,"  said  Cyrus,  "  we  will  go  down  at  once. 
It  win  be  strange  if  no  one  Imows." 

"  Not  a  soul  in  the  almshouse  does  !  "  returned 
Abigel.  But  she  got  up  and  followed  her  cousin  not- 
withstanding, though  she  deemed  the  chances  slight 
that  the  blacksmith  should  know  more  than  the  hags. 

So  it  was  the  Christian  name,  ruminated  Cy  as  he 
strode  along,  of  the  fugitive's  son  written  therein 
that  had  caused  my  lord  to  display  such  eagerness 
in  burning  the  letter  to  Archibald.  The  guileless 
pugilist  had  bestowed  no  attention  on  it  beyond 
mastering  the  general  theme  of  its  contents.     That 
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there  was  a  name  mentioned  he  remembered  clearly 
now,  and  racked  his  brains  to  recall  it.  Christian 
names  are  numberless ;  yet  lie  was  convinced  that  out 
of  a  list  he  could  select  this  one  if  he  saw  it.  Was 
it  peculiar  ?  No ;  or  it  would  have  struck  his  fancy. 
John — Joseph — Kalph  ?  Alas  !  It  was  quite  wiped 
out,  and,  without  some  hint,  was  not  likely  to  return. 
The  iron  was  clinking  merrily  when  the  cousins 
reached  the  forge,  and  Mr.  Kimpton  greeted  Cyrus 
with  a  familiar  nod,  Miss  Kowe  with  a  touch  of  an 
imaginary  forelock.  Like  every  one  else  about  the 
place,  he  was  unable  to  fix  the  social  status  of  Miss 
Eowe.  At  one  moment  she  was  heard  of  as  bosom 
friend  of  a  royal  princess;  at  another  appeared 
dressed  with  studied  simplicity,  vowing  that  she  was 
a  daughter  of  the  people.  At  any  rate,  she  was  a 
shrewd  girl — no  doubt  of  that — and  had  changed  her 
role  with  some  crafty  and  deep  intention.  Therefore 
it  was  that,  although  she  was  constantly  repudiating 
any  connection  with  the  fashionable  world,  the  good 
folks  of  Stratton-on-the-Fosse  wagged  their  jaws  and 
put  two  and  two  together.  Did  not  they  all  know 
that  the  niece  of  the  old  harridan  who  had  been  the 
mistress  of  the  late  lord  had  suddenly  been  taken 
up  by  the  present  one — clad  in  smart  array,  edu- 
cated, polished ;  had  lived  at  Osmington  House  and 
ruled  the  roast  there  ?  And  then,  all  of  a  sudden, 
she  came  home  and  shook  from  her  feet  the  dust  of 
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the  metropolis.  It  was  as  plain  as  a  pikestaff.  The 
cunning  lass  was  ambitious  :  more  particular  than 
great-aunt,  she  insisted  on  a  ring.  And  my  lord, 
who  never  came  near  the  place,  actually  followed 
her.  It  was  as  well  to  be  civil  to  Miss  Eowe,  for  she 
would  bloom  out  directly  as  my  Lady  Bountiful, 
Countess  of  Osmington — make  herself  generally  useful 
in  the  matter  of  flannel  and  blankets.  Thus,  after 
the  usual  manner  of  rustic  wiseacres,  did  the  in- 
habitants of  Stratton-on-the-Fosse  know  other  people's 
business  better  than  themselves,  and  sapiently  ar- 
range their  motives  and  intentions.  The  hags  in  the 
almshouse  were  wiser  than  the  rest.  Why  all  these 
inquiries  about  the  Jervoises,  unless  it  was  that 
young  madam  proposed  to  enter  the  family  that  now 
held  the  acres  ?  And  truly  she  was  prudent  to  make 
a  fuss  over  that  ring,  for  deserted  old  Pentecost  was 
a  rueful  example  of  neglected  opportunities.  If,  upon 
Olivia's  death,  she  had  insisted  upon  going  to  church, 
— and  so  on  and  so  forth — a  pyramid  of  ifs.  Sturdy 
old  Kimpton  was  of  the  same  opinion  as  the  hags, 
and  was  no  little  taken  aback  when  Cyrus  took  him 
into  confidence.  While  the  old  man  hammered,  he 
sat  upon  a  table,  swinging  his  legs,  and  began  to 
prattle  of  London  and  its  doings.  Did  Mr.  Kimpton 
remember  his  quondam  'prentice,  who  had  been 
spirited  away  by  the  Princess  of  Wales  ? 

"  Whom  God  l)less,  poor  martyr ! "    growled  the 
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blacksmith.  Of  course  he  remembered  his  'prentice, 
and  hoped  he  was  happy.  A  fine  lad — one  of  the 
old  stock,  no  doubt  of  it;  about  as  fit  to  hammer 
horse-shoes  as  to  be  a  steeplejack.  Her  Eoyal  High- 
ness had  quite  forgotten  to  remit  the  money  for  the 
quashing  of  the  'prenticeship.  But,  there  !  what  did 
that  signify  ?  He  would  not  stand  in  the  boy's  light, 
not  he ;  and  if  he  were  doing  well,  was  satisfied. 

"So  he  holds  a  tender  ]3lace  in  your  memory?" 
cried  impulsive  Abigel.     "  Oh,  Cy,  let's  tell  him." 

The  blacksmith  glanced  with  surprise  at  the  girl's 
fiushed  face,  then  turned  to  Cy  for  information. 

"  You'd  do  him  a  good  turn  ?  "  the  latter  asked. 

*'  That  would  I,"  quoth  the  blacksmith. 

Then  Cyrus  explained  to  Mr.  Kimpton  that  the 
delicate  youth  was  probably  the  true  Northallerton, 
that  the  cousins  had  set  themselves  to  unravel  the 
skein  of  his  parentage,  and  that  he  (Mr.  Kimpton) 
might  be  of  signal  service. 

"  Then  Miss  Eowe  is  not  to  be  Lady  Osmington  ?  '* 
the  blacksmith  exclaimed,  scratching  his  close-cropped 
poll. 

"  Certainly  not,"  laughed  Cy,  "  since  she  is  to  be 
Madam  Smalley." 

Could  it  be  possible  !  The  clever  fabric,  raised  by 
the  Stratton  worthies,  was  mirage.  Who  would  have 
thought  it  ?  Wonders  will  never  cease,  so  long  as 
the  planet  rolls. 
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"  Lord  Osmington  threatened  you,  I  think,"  ob- 
served Cy,  "when  you  gave  the  prisoner  his  liberty?  " 

"  Much  I  care  for  him  !  "  snorted  the  other.  **  And 
much  he's  beloved  in  these  parts — leaving  things  to 
go  to  rack  and  ruin,  doing  nothing  for  the  poor,  not 
so  much  as  a  bit  of  firing  at  Christmas;  for  if  the 
trees  fall,  'tis  to  pay  for  his  lordship's  gambling,  not 
to  keep  his  tenants.  I  tell  you  what,  young  man  and 
miss,  maybe  you're  astray,  and'll  never  work  out  this 
thing ;  but,  if  you  do,  the  blessings  of  the  county  will 
be  on  you.  The  Jervoises  were  good  landlords  always; 
not  so  the  Osmingtons.  The  first  was  a  bad  lot,  the 
second  was  worse,  the  third  is  worst  of  all.  'Twould 
be  a  great  day  for  every  living  creetur  in  the  place  if 
the  Jervoises  could  be  brought  back  again  !  " 

The  old  gentleman  was  so  disturbed  by  the  new 
complexion  of  affairs,  that  he  was  for  rallying  at  once 
a  circle  of  the  elect,  in  order  that  over  a  mug  of  stingo 
they  might  discuss  the  wondrous  news.  No  doubt 
they  would  all  look  solemn  over  their  pipes,  and 
declare  that  they  knew  all  about  it,  had  thought  so  all 
along,  had  only  been  astonished  that  steps  had  not 
earlier  been  taken,  etc. 

But  Abigel,  prudent  for  once,  plucked  the  old  fellow 
by  his  apron,  and  then  and  there  swore  him  to 
secrecy.  *'  You  said  you'd  do  him  a  good  turn,"  she 
remarked  demurely  ;  "  and  that  is  not  to  be  done  by 
letting  cats  out  of  bags  before  their  time.  What  we 
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claim  of  you  now  is,  that  you  will  search  your  memory 
and  tell  us  all  you  know  about  the  defunct  North- 
allertons  and  Osmingtons." 

Alas !  Mr.  Kimpton  could  tell  little.  Holding  his 
head  tight,  as  if  fearful  it  would  fly  away,  he  wrinkled 
up  his  brow,  and  grunted  many  times.  Minerva, 
armed  cap-a-pie,  did  not  spring  from  his  skull,  though 
the  throes  to  produce  something  thence  were  quite 
as  painful  as  Jove's  must  have  been.  Abigel  sat 
patiently,  her  hands  clasped  together,  hoping  that 
something  of  importance  would  ooze  out  presently. 
The  night  came  down  as  she  sat,  the  stars  shone 
forth ;  still  the  mountain  was  in  labour,  and  could 
not  produce  even  a  mousekin. 

Mr.  Kimpton  looked  up  beaming.  He  really  did 
remember  something.  Oh !  what  was  it  ?  He  re- 
membered being  sent  for  to  the  manor-house  years 
ago,  to  mend  a  door-hinge.  While  working  on  it  the 
door  closed,  leaving  him  in  a  recess,  caused  by  the 
thickness  of  the  wall.  My  lord  was  sitting  in  a  great 
chair  by  a  window,  too  ill  to  notice  his  presence ;  was 
half  asleep,  when  a  ragged  little  boy  came  up,  and 
presented  a  paper. 

"  Is  that  all  ?  "  cried  Abigel.  "I  was  a  witness  of 
that  scene  myself  from  under  the  yew  hedge." 

"  Ah !  "  grunted  the  blacksmith,  "  that's  nice,  for  it 
shows  I'm  telling  no  lies.  Then  he  gave  the  child  to  his 
body-servant's  care,  and  sent  for  Madam  Pentecost." 
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*' Indeed  !  "  cried  Abigel.  "I  didn't  know  that; 
for  when  the  child  was  taken  to  the  kitchen,  I  crept 
there  too,  to  comfort  him." 

"  Yes.  He  sent  for  Madam  Pentecost,  and  showed 
her  the  paper." 

"  I  have  it  safe  !  "  cried  Abigel. 

*'Mrs.  Smalley  tossed  it  down,  declaring  with  scorn 
that  it  was  of  no  importance,  since  the  chain  was 
broke  beyond  power  of  man  to  mend.  Then  they 
whispered,  and  I  could  not  catch  all ;  besides,  it 
didn't  concern  me.  And  yet  it  did  seem  cruel  that, 
if  the  little  chap  was  really  what  he  said,  my  lord 
shouldn't  be  more  kind.  If  the  chain  was  broke, 
there  was  no  need  to  be  afraid  of  him.  Then  they 
said  summat  about  a  man  who  had  been  round  a 
long  while  before 

*'  Corpulent,  with  silvery  hair,"  panted  the  girl. 
*'  What  of  him  ?    Did  they  mention  his  name  ?  " 

*'  Yes.     They  called  him  by  a  name,  I  think." 

''  What  was  it  ?  "  cried  both  cousins  in  a  breath. 

*'How  should  I  know,"  grumbled  the  blacksmith, 
*' after  all  these  years?  Didn't  take  much  note  of 
it  then." 

Abigel  sat  back  on  the  settle,  which  she  had  drawn 
close  to  the  old  man,  and  moaned  aloud.  Was  ever 
anything  so  tantalizing  as  this  ?  To  be  always  just 
on  the  point  of  touching  that  name  upon  which  so 
much  depended,  then  to  be  baulked. 
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'*0h  do,  dear  Mr.  Kimpton!"  she  wailed.  "Do, 
do  remember !  " 

"Don't  I  say  I  can't?'*  snapped  the  blacksmith. 
There  was  reproach  in  the  girl's  voice  as  if  he  were 
to  blame.  Since  she  was  not  to  be  my  lady,  but  the 
humble  wife  of  Madam  Smalley's  grandson,  there 
was  no  need  to  be  respectful.  So  the  good  fellow 
turned  upon  Miss  Kowe,  and  said  that  if  she  wasn't 
pleased  she  might  go  home.  As  for  him,  he  couldn't 
see  what  a  parcel  of  young  idlers  wanted,  wasting  his 
time.  What  a  pother  about  a  name !  It  was  the 
same,  likely,  as  the  one  on  the  monument,  or 
perhaps  another.  How  should  he  know  ?  Anyways, 
Madam  Smalley  said  it  was  all  right. 

The  monument !  What  monument  ?  Lady  Olivia 
had  written  about  a  monument.  Mr.  Kimpton  must 
not  be  so  cross  with  an  anxious  girl.  Abigel  begged 
his  pardon  for  being  hasty.  Would  he  be  so  for- 
giving as  to  say  what  monument  ? 

Well  then,  since  she  apologized,  grumbled  the 
old  gentleman,  he  would  tell  her  that  between  the 
south  windows  of  the  village  church,  just  over 
the  family  pew,  Archibald,  last  earl,  had  caused  a 
tablet  to  be  erected  in  memory  of  his  unfortunate 
brother,  the  Irish  James  Christopher  Jervois,  saying 
at  the  time  that,  since  he  could  not  be  with  his  family 
in  life,  he  should  linger  overhead  in  death.  This- 
tablet,  village  gossips  used  to  whisper,  was  always  a 
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bugbear  to  the  hcalf-demented  Lady  Olivia,  for  it 
mentioned  the  ^Yife  and  son  of  the  unfortunate  one — 
the  brat  who,  as  it  ^Yas  understood,  had  died  a  child. 
''Well,"  the  blacksmith  explained,  *'the  demented 
Lady  Ohvia,  poor  thing,  took  fads  into  her  cracked 
head,  and  never  could  look  at  that  monument — always 
turned  her  back  to  it,  for  she  was  a  queer  party, 
surelie;  and  when  she  died,  out  of  kindness  to  her 
ghost,  I  suppose,  my  lord  took  it  down,  and  made 
some  alterations  hi  the  church.  It  reminded  him  of 
her,  he  said,  and  made  him  wretched ;  which  was 
queerer  than  all,  for  he  soon  consoled  himself  with 
Madam  Pentecost,  and  neither  of  'em  troubled  church 
much." 

Abigel  was  lost  in  thought,  for  she  could  piece 
the  puzzle  together  now.  Lady  Olivia,  oppressed  by 
a  presentiment  that  the  child  was  alive,  could  not 
bear  to  look  upon  the  tablet,  and  had  on  her  deathbed 
implored  my  lord  to  seek  the  person  named  thereon  ; 
and  my  lord,  taking  the  hint,  had,  ere  she  was  cold, 
destroyed  the  monumental  slab.  Thus  was  the  chain 
riven,  doubtless. 

''Did  you  never  hear  what  became  of  it?"  she 
asked  idly.  Of  course  my  lord  had  broken  or 
buried  it. 

"  My  lord,  I  mind,  pulled  down  a  wall,  and  added 
some  ornaments,  and  so  there  wasn't  room  for  the 
monument.    Maybe  that  was  why  it  disappeared." 
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'*  Tell  US,"  suggested  Cy,  "when  you  were  mending 
the  hinge  that  time,  didn't  you  catch  anything  about 
the  whitehaired  man  ?    Didn't  grandam " 

**  Yes ;  I  remember  her  telling  my  lord  that  he 
had  said  he  would  return." 

"  From  whence?" 

"  How  should  I  recall  ?  " 

"  She  knows  then,  sure  enough ! "  murmured 
Abigel.  "  Oh,  if  we  could  but  wring  the  words  from 
her  sealed  lips  ! " 

"  Yes ;  I  mind  that  she  said  he  would  come  back 
to  the  place  where  she  saw  him  first,  and  then  she 
pointed  at  the  very  spot  by  the  window  where  my  lord 
was  sitting.     I  saw  her  finger  through  the  chink." 

"  I  wonder  if  he  ever  did  return  ?  " 

"  I  never  heard.  Ah,  well.  There's  a  longer  yarn 
than  I've  spun  this  many  a  day.  So  good  night.  I'm 
dry.  If  so  be  as  you  find  out  anything,  I'd  like  to 
know;  for  the  lad  was  a  good  lad,  and  'twould  be  prime 
to  get  out  of  the  claws  of  the  Osmingtons.  I'm  a 
bit  cranky  and  short  like,  but  can  be  trusted.  Old 
Tom  Kimpton's  made  of  as  true  steel  as  Kipon 
rowels." 

Cy,  much  depressed,  escorted  his  cousin  back  to- 
the  manor-house.  To  think  that  the  missing  name 
might  have  been  forthcoming  but  for  him !  Neither 
spoke ,  till  they  reached  the  crumbling  terrace. 
There  Abigel  placed  her  hand  in  his,  and  said— 
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"  That  stone  must  be  found,  Cyrus.  It  is  our  only 
chance.     Leoline  must  come  himself  and  help." 

And  as  he  walked  back  to  the  inn  across  the  i^ark, 
Cy  repeated,  "  It  must  be  found,  or  all  my  hopes  are 
blasted.  I  don't  see,  though,  why  lie  should  come 
here — damn  him  !  "  Whereby  you  will  perceive  that 
Cy  was  distressed  by  a  covert  fear  of  Leoline  akin  to 
my  lord's,  and  was  firmly  fixed  in  his  resolve  that, 
if  he  could  help  it,  Leoline  and  Abigel  should  never 
be  man  and  wife. 
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CHAPTEE  X. 

THEY   CONSULT   THE   HAGS. 

It  was  late  in  the  afternoon  of  a  day  in  early  autumn 
when  the  guard  of  the  Leeds  coach  too-tooed  his  way 
into  the  Eipon  market-place  with  Mr.  Jarvis  by  his 
side.  He  knew  nothing  of  Northallertons  or  Jervoises 
— not  he.  All  that  signified  to  him  was  that  the 
journey  had  been  accomplished  satisfactorily,  and 
that  the  buxom  hostess  of  the  Unicorn  was  smiling 
a  welcome  at  the  door.  '*  A  stranger  in  these  parts, 
sir  ? "  he  inquired  with  a  sidelong  glance  at  the 
aristocratic-looking  young  man,  who  seemed  so 
subdued.  *'  Best  inn  for  miles  around,  the  Unicom. 
Hi !  Mrs.  Daffy.  Here's  a  slap-up  young  gent  from 
Lunnon  come  to  explore  the  neighbourhood."  Oh, 
indeed!  It  would  repay  the  trouble.  Would  the 
gentleman  from  London  take  some  dinner,  and  a 
glass  of  sherry  wine  whilst  waiting  for  it  ?  He  should 
have  the  best  bedroom  in  the  bow  window  over  the 
archway,  and  boots  should  transport  his  effects 
thither  in  a  trice,  if  the' gent  would  deign  to  point 
them  out. 
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Leo  smiled  at  the  obsequious  and  curtsying 
hostess  and  held  out  his  hand.  "  Don't  you  know 
me  ? "  he  said.  "  Tom  Kimpton's  little  apprentice 
was  beneath  your  notice." 

Mrs.  Daffy  stared,  and  slowly  ejaculated,  "  Law !  " 
All  Bipon  was,  of  course,  acquainted  with  the 
romance  of  Stratton-on-the-Fosse.  Tourists  and 
commercial  gentlemen  had  been  frequently  regaled 
with  the  fau'y-tale  of  how  the  poor  Princess  of  Wales, 
for  whom  everybody  was  so  grieved,  had  dropped  from 
the  sky  like  an  elfin  godmother,  and  popped  into  a 
chariot  made  out  of  a  pumpkin  the  beggar-brat  whom 
my  lord  had  bound  to  the  blacksmith.  Six  years 
had  passed  since  then ;  the  'prentice  had  developed 
into  a  tall  youth,  whose  handsome  clothes  became 
him  well.  He  had  quite  the  hel  air — a  highbred, 
gentlemanly  manner  that  went  at  once  to  the  heart 
of  Mrs.  Daffy.  ''Well,  you  are  changed!"  she 
said.  "  They  may  say  what  they  like,  these  Bur- 
detts  and  democracy  men  as  are  always  making 
trouble,  but  there  is  something  polishing  like  in 
contact  with  the  great.  And  the  poor  blessed 
Princess,  how  is  she  ?  You  shall  have  the  best  bed- 
room, Mr.  Jarvis,  and  do  it  honour,"  she  cackled  on, 
while  fussing  up  the  stau's,  "though  very  humble  to 
the  palace  you're  used  to." 

Leoline   thought    of    "  Trou    Madame "    and    the 
Comus  crew,  and  laughed.     The   emery  powder  of 
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royalty    had    bestowed    but    little    polish    on    the 
Sapios. 

He  declined  to  give  reasons  for  his  coming,  pro- 
duced a  sketchbook,  dallied  with  a  box  of  colours, 
asked  questions  over  his  repast  about  picturesque 
points  of  scenery,  and,  dinner  over,  put  on  his  hat 
to  enjoy  an  evening  stroll.  In  obedience  to  his  old 
playmate's  entreaty,  he  had  put  himself  in  the  coach 
and  travelled  northward,  feeling  sure  that  it  was 
only  to  admire  some  mare's-nest,  to  assist  at  the 
opening  of  an  addled  egg.  But  what  of  that  ?  He 
was  going  away  soon,  and  the  temptation  to  see  dear 
Abby  once  again  was  not  to  be  resisted.  To  him, 
who  was  so  fond  of  nature — for  whom  each  flower 
and  moss-bank  had  a  prattling  legend — it  was  a 
pleasure  always  to  escape  from  town ;  and  now  that 
he  was  to  turn  his  back  on  motherland,  no  oppor- 
tunity of  drinking  in  the  greenness  of  old  England 
was  to  be  neglected.  The  summons  had  been 
mysteriously  worded.  He  was  to  let  nobody  in 
London  know  of  his  coming.  What  could  the  girl 
have  discovered  ?  Nothing,  of  course.  Was  it  she 
who  needed  help  ?  Was  it  for  her  own  sake  she  had 
summoned  him  ?  Not  likely ;  for  was  not  attentive 
Cyrus  sojourning  at  Stratton,  and  would  he  not  prove 
to  be  of  more  service  to  her  in  emergency  than  a 
contemplative  scribbler  of  rhymes  ?  Ever  since  the 
affair  at  Wattier's  he  had  been  unable  to  shake  off  an 


THEY  CONSULT  THE  HAGS.  235 

abiding  sense  of  humiliation  and  uselessness.  A 
young  lady  placed  herself  under  his  protection  to  be 
escorted  home ;  she  was  assaulted  by  ruffians  ;  could 
he,  Leo,  save  her  from  their  clutches?  No.  The 
bullies  knocked  him  down  before  her  eyes,  and 
would  have  done  their  will  upon  his  charge,  despite 
his  weak  attempts,  if  burly  Cy  had  not  come  to  the 
rescue.  Of  what  possible  use  was  he  in  the  world  ? 
Not  even  a  dog  was  benefited  by  his  existence.  Was 
it  probable  he  ever  would  come  to  be  of  use  ?  No ; 
not  even  as  a  singer ;  for  how  could  he  hope  to 
attune  his  lyre  to  worthy  themes  whilst  tearing  over 
the  Continent  after  his  mistress,  an  unwilling  witness 
of  scandalous  debauches  ? 

As  he  walked  along  the  Stratton  road,  its  familiar 
landmarks  loomed  forth  one  by  one,  reviving  each 
a  memory.  He  had  been  very  unhappy  here.  But 
had  not  all  his  childhood  been  unhappy  ?  How  full 
of  grinding  trouble  had  been  that  span  of  years  ! 
He  could  just  remember  his  father,  a  stalwart  fair 
man  in  a  scarlet  coat,  white  breeches,  and  long  black 
gaiters  buttoning  above  the  knee,  who  took  him  in 
his  arms  and  kissed  him ;  then  marched  away  with 
a  host  of  others  in  a  cloud  of  dust,  while  his  wife  lay 
weeping  on  the  ground.  *'  He's  gone  to  Ireland  to 
fight,  my  darling,"  the  distracted  woman  sobbed, 
"  and  we  shall  never  see  him  more."  After  that, 
six  years  of  wandering,  begging  from  house  to  house, 
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from  door  to  door — sometimes  brutally  repulsed, 
hunted  by  hounds ;  taken  in  sometimes  and  fed  and 
warmed,  when  a  good-natured  housewife  was  touched 
by  the  fatigue  of  the  hunted  woman,  the  pale  cheeks 
of  the  starving  child.  And  then  that  death  scene, 
when  he  left  his  mammy  in  the  hands  of  strangers, 
to  be  shovelled  into  a  pauper's  grave !  A  cheerful 
childhood  to  look  back  upon  !  All  the  little  pleasure 
in  his  sad  young  life  had  been  due  to  the  companion- 
ship of  Abigel,  to  her  wondering  sympathy,  and  the 
encouragement  of  her  ecstatic  admiration.  When, 
a  truant  from  the  forge,  he  had  led  her  into  the  wood 
and  told  what  the  flowers  said,  translated  the  birds' 
songs,  while  she  squatted  opposite  with  great  round 
black  eyes,  the  hours  had  been  sweet  to  him  as  well 
as  to  her.  But  no  scrap  of  pleasure  unalloyed  was  to 
be  his.  There  came  a  beating  afterwards  for  playing 
truant,  and  with  the  stripes  returned  the  practical 
misery  of  life. 

To  look  backwards  was  not  cheering.  What  of  the 
future  •?  Little  of  hopeful  promise.  More  than  ever 
did  the  young  man  yearn  for  a  time  of  uninterrupted 
communing  with  nature,  that  those  powers  might 
bloom  and  fruit  which  he  knew  lay  dormant  like  a 
seed  awaiting  the  touch  of  spring.  When  you  feel 
convinced  that  you  possess  one  talent  which,  if 
nursed,  will  rise  to  o'ertop  the  showy  accomplishments 
of  others,  how  hard  to  be  precluded  from  delving  out 
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the  gem!  Were  lie  to  go  abroad,  would  such  a  time  as 
he  desired  ever  be  vouchsafed  ?  No.  Should  it  be 
finally  settled  that  his  life  was  to  be  indissolubly  tied 
to  that  of  her  Koyal  Highness,  farewell  all  chance  of 
peace.  She  professed  herself  devoured  by  ennui,  and 
made  plans  which  changed  each  day,  but  whose 
common  basis  was  excitement. 

And  yet  it  had  been  in  Abby's  power  to  satisfy  his 
craving.  Is  it  not  entertaining  to  consider  how  fre- 
quently we  persist  in  plotting  and  scheming  for  our 
loved  ones  from  our  point  of  view  instead  of  theirs  ? 
Do  you  not  remember  the  pathetic  story  of  the  favourite 
cat,  who,  seeing  her  master  ill,  brought  him  a  mouse 
in  her  mouth,  and  sat  on  his  chest  till  he  pretended 
to  eat  it  ?  According  to  the  principle  of  progression 
from  protoplasm  to  perfection,  we  rise,  as  we  have 
noticed,  from  comfortable  lower  grades  to  harassed 
and  wretched  higher  ones.  Our  souls  are  refined, 
improved,  elevated ;  and  we  look  down  on  the  humble 
quadrupeds  whose  older  sisters  and  brothers  we  are. 
Do  we  retain  their  characteristics,  subtly  modified? 
Who  has  not  had  occasion  to  remark  that  such  a 
one  has  a  face  like  a  horse  or  a  sheep  ?  Little  Abigel, 
who  was  so  earnest  and  so  anxious  to  shine  in  her 
assumed  role  of  Joan  of  Arc,  must  certainly  in  a  pre- 
vious state  have  been  that  cat  that  came  with  the 
mouse.  How  heroically,  with  what  superb  dignity, 
she  put   aside  the   compromise   offered  by  my  lord. 
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whereby  she  and  Leo  were  to  be  niade  one  flesh  and 
be  endowed  with  enough  to  live  upon  !  Of  course  it 
was  noble  and  proper  of  her  to  resent  the  proposal 
of  humble  tranquillity  for  him,  more  especially  since 
the  condition  was  added  that  she  was  to  act  as  log. 
"  Avaunt  temptation  !  "  she  had  said  inwardly.  "  He 
must  reign  in  the  gilded  halls  which  will  see  me  no 
more,  dance  at  Almack's,  lounge  in  the  round-room, 
go  on  the  '  Grand  Strut.'  "  She  had  enjoyed  her 
glimpse  of  ton,  and  was  the  more  anxious  perchance 
to  place  her  hero  within  the  sacred  circle,  by  reason  of 
the  dulness  of  her  present  life.  She  did  not  care  to 
reflect  that  what  she  was  pursuing  for  him  was  will-o'- 
the-wisp  ;  that  a  bird  in  a  hand  has  proverbial  ad- 
vantages; that  Leo,  unless  worried  on  the  subject, 
was  perfectly  content  to  hear  no  more  of  claims  and 
possibilities,  and  would  have  been  only  too  glad  to 
embrace  an  existence  of  obscurity  which  might  be 
devoted  to  poetic  dreaming.  He  was  to  take  his  place 
among  his  peers — that  was  settled  in  the  mind  of 
Miss  Kowe.  It  would  have  been  more  kind,  however, 
to  have  left  him  undisturbed  until  she  held  all  her 
clues ;  for  by  luring  him  back  to  Yorkshire  she  roused 
latent  fires  in  his  breast,  which  he  would  fain  have 
left  to  smoulder.  As  he  passed  through  Stratton, 
across  the  park  towards  the  pleasaunce,  he  could  not 
but  be  thrilled  by  the  question,  "  Was  he  or  was  he  not 
the  rightful  master  of  all  that  he  beheld — woods,  hills, 
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plateau,  silvery  sheets  of  water  ? "  He  even  felt  a 
transitory  irritation  against  his  parent,  the  stalwart 
soldier  in  the  scarlet  coat,  for  not  having  pushed  his 
claims  for  his  child's  sake.  And  yet,  perhaps,  that 
soldier  knew  that  his  claim  to  be  the  representative  of 
an  ancient  line  was  shadow ;  perhaps  he  had  chid 
his  v^fe  for  clinging  to  it  ?  And  besides,  what  could 
a  common  soldier  do,  who,  doubtless,  was  unable 
to  wi'ite  or  read ;  who  would  have  been  crushed  by 
his  officers  with  a  high  hand  as  presumptuous  spawn, 
if  he  had  dared  to  aspire  to  their  rank — had  tried  to 
elbow  iDast  to  a  higher  seat  even  than  their  own  ?  He 
had  ofttimes  reflected  about  his  grandsire,  w^hose  son 
was  that  private  soldier.  He  must  indeed  have  sunk 
low  in  the  world,  and  he  the  nephew  of  the  last  earl ! 
But  was  he  ?  Oh,  why  did  Leo's  mother  perish  while 
her  boy  was  of  such  tender  years-,  before  he  was  old 
enough  to  convince  himself  as  to  the  truth  of  her 
assertions  ?  Was  it  not  all  a  myth,  coined  in  the  sick 
brain  of  the  soldier's  widow  ?  Leo  was  but  six  years 
old  when  the  regiment  departed  for  Ireland,  and  there- 
fore knew  nought  of  ranks  or  worldly  property.  When 
mammy  bade  him  take  her  lines  to  my  lord  Osmington, 
was  her  mind  wandering?  No;  for  my  lord  had,  after 
a  fashion,  accepted  the  charge  of  the  child,  instead  of 
driving  it  away  across  the  moors  to  starve.  My  lord 
was  not  given  to  the  performance  of  eleemosynary  acts. 
Perplexed  by  doubts,  fearful  of  being  drawn  into  a 
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hunt  for  mares'-nests,  Leoline,  by  the  time  he  reached 
the  manor-house,  was  convinced  that  it  would  have 
been  wiser  to  have  stopped  away—  to  have  written  to 
Abby,  begging  her  not  to  wear  herself  out  by  a  search 
which  could  only  end  in  failure.  And  yet  what  a 
delight  it  was  to  mark  her  gladness  at  sight  of  his 
approaching  figure  !  How  staunch  she  was  and  true 
to  the  comrade  of  her  childhood !  Affectionate  heart  ? 
She  was  sitting  on  the  terrace  when  he  came  up,  very 

close  to  cousin  Cy.     Could  it  be  that Well,  and 

why  not  ?  What  right  had  he,  Leo,  to  feel  a  pang, 
he  who  was  on  the  eve  of  departure  from  England 
for  who  might  tell  how  many  years?  Cyrus  was 
working  with  his  brain,  conning  over  the  results  of 
investigation,  in  hopes  of  discovering  some  latent 
point  that  had  been  overlooked,  and  the  joyous 
alacrity  of  the  lady's  welcome  did  not  enchant  him. 

Leo  listened  to  the  excited  narrative  of  Abigel  with 
a  half -amused,  half-incredulous  smile,  and  then  re- 
marked, twining  his  arm  within  hers,  "  What  a  fond 
castle-builder  it  is;  and  they  call  me  dreamy!  So  you 
are  convinced  there  is  something  in  it?  The  case 
turns,  you  think,  on  the  identity  of  my  grandfather  ? 
My  lord  expressed  surprise  t'other  day  that  I  should 
not  know  anything  about  my  own  grandfather.'* 

"  He  did  ?  "  exclaimed  Miss  Kowe.  "  Then  he  was 
pumping  you." 

'*  Well,"  responded  Leo,  *'  grandpapa  has  departed 
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in  all  senses  of  the  word ;  peace  be  ^yitll  liim.  What 
next  ?  " 

What  next,  forsooth  !  Here  was  a  nice  young  man 
to  work  for !  So  this  was  the  indifferent  way  in  which 
he  took  the  disappointment,  after  all  the  planning 
and  scheming  and  heart-burning  ?  Abigel  was  more 
hurt  than  she  chose  to  show,  and  then  was  angry 
with  herself,  reflecting  that  it  was  the  part  of  a 
being  superior  to  herself  thus  to  be  above  the 
temptations  and  petty  hopes  and  tremors  of  this 
tormenting  existence,  to  gaze  with  contempt  at  the 
gallanty-shows  which  served  to  amuse  more  grovelling 
worms.  Yes ;  he  was  a  genius,  and  looked  up  towards 
the  wreath  of  sempiternal  bays.  What  by  its  side 
was  the  coronet  of  tinsel  and  velvet  ?  There  is  some- 
thing vastly  fine  in  turning  up  the  nose  at  pelf. 
Then  it  occurred  to  our  practical  heroine  that  there 
was  more  at  stake  than  the  mere  tinsel  and  velvet. 
Disdain  does  not  pay  the  butcher,  or  settle  the  grocer's 
book.  Broad  and  numerous  acres  were  attached  to 
that  bit  of  tinsel ;  and  it  was  truly  provoking  that 
the  young  gentleman  should  be  so  heedless  as  to  his 
pocket  being  full  or  empty.  Had  he,  like  the  Muses,  a 
slender  appetite  ?  Ah,  but  poets  are  born,  not  made  ! 
Abigel  knew,  though  she  had  never  wept  salt  tears 
over  a  Latin  grammar,  that  the  genus  is  rare  (the  real 
black  swan,  not  the  glib  counterfeit),  and  that  those 
who  are  privileged  to  behold  a  specimen  must  do  so 
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on  bare  knees,  accepting,  even  worshipping,  the  eccen- 
tricities in  which  genius  is  enwrapped.  The  dear, 
noble,  soaring,  indifferent  creature  !  Miss  Kowe  was 
provoked,  and  also  enchanted,  and  more  determined 
than  ever  to  pick  up  for  him  that  which  he  himself 
Avould  not  stoop  to  clutch. 

Though  not  enchanted,  Cy  was  as  determined  as 
she.  Abigel's  cheek  did  not  flush  so  sweetly,  or  those 
bright  eyes  flash  and  dance,  when  he  entered  the 
presence  of  his  cousin.  Good-natured  Cy  felt  quite 
wicked.  The  stone  must  be  found,  if  all  Yorkshire 
had  to  be  ploughed  over.  Till  the  arrival  of  the 
claimant,  Abigel  had  remained  quiescent,  revolving 
plans.  Now  he  was  come,  she  summoned  him,  as  she 
had  summoned  others,  to  jog  his  memory.  He  had 
never  heard  his  grandfather's  name  ?  Well,  well ; 
what  did  he  advise?  The  blacksmith's  enthusiasm 
had  been  a  grain  of  comfort  to  the  explorers.  Tenants 
would  be  so  relieved  by  a  change  of  rulers  that  no  one 
would  keep  back  any  information  which  they  might 
be  able  to  throw  into  the  caldron.  They  must  all  be 
invited  to  sit  round  the  brew  ;  double,  double,  toil  and 
trouble ;  and  Fate  would  be  more  perverse  than  usual 
if  she  declined  to  attend  to  the  incantation. 

"  What !  "  cried  Leo.  *'  Summon  the  tenantry 
and  cross-question  them  ?  You  must  be  crazy.  My 
lord  would  take  measures  to  sweep  us  into  space, 
and    quite   properly.     What  right  have  we  to  raise 


THEY  CONSULT  THE  HAGS.  243 

his  people  against  liim,  having  nothing  but  surmise 
to  start  with  ?  The  vague  statements  and  fears  of 
an  hysterical  lady,  a  village  blacksmith's  gossip — 
intangible  thistle-bloom !  " 

Abby  marvelled,  for  Leo  was  showing  himself  in  a 
new  light,  and  it  was  she,  the  paladin,  who  was 
unpractical. 

"  Eeview  the  case,"  pursued  Mr.  Jarvis,  '*  since 
you  cannot  be  persuaded  to  leave  it  alone.  A  man 
appeared  one  day,  very  like  a  tramp — a  sort  of 
tatterdemalion — who  declared  himself  the  offspring 
of  James  Christopher,  supposed  to  be  dead." 

^' You  are  speaking  of  your  own  grandfather,"  cried 
reproachful  Abigel. 

''  That  is  not  proven.  With  no  difficulty  he  was 
put  to  rout  by  Madam  Pentecost,  who  detected, 
maybe,  the  impostor.     There  ends  all  we  know." 

"  One  would  think  that  you  were  taking  part  with 
Lord  Osmington ! "  flashed  Abby.  "  Sure  your 
mother  was  not  also  hysterical.  If  she  had  no  know- 
ledge, why  have  confided  you,  an  orphan,  to  my  lord  ?  " 

"Alack!"  sighed  Leo,  fretfully.  "I  seem  un- 
gracious to  you,  dear,  but  it  hurts  me  to  see  you 
waste  your  youth  in  kicking  against  the  pricks.  How 
may  I  tell  that  she  did  not  deceive  herself?  What 
reason  have  I  for  supposing  that  my  parent,  Hans 
Jarvis,  was  not  son  of  another  private  soldier,  and 
he  of  another— food  for  powder  for  generations  ?  " 
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"  Nay,  that  cannot  be  !  "  returned  the  gM  with 
warmth.  ''How  did  she  become  possessed  of  the 
seal  you  wear  that  bears  the  family  arms?  'Tis  fine 
to  be  a  poet,  but  'tis  craven  to  submit  tamely  to 
injustice.  For  my  part,  though  but  a  slip  of  a  wench, 
I  would  die  still  resisting,  trampled  by  superior  force, 
but  resisting  still.  Your  ancestors  are  turning  in 
their  graves.     For  shame  !     For  shame !  " 

Leo  sat  silent  after  this  outburst  of  our  heroine. 
Cyrus  tore  up  the  grass  in  handfuls.  Indeed,  Miss 
Eowe  was  wofully  inconsistent,  pulled  by  strings 
which  neither  of  the  young  men  could  see,  of  which 
she  was  herself  but  imperfectly  conscious';  not  sure 
of  her  own  mind  for  two  consecutive  minutes  ;  at  one 
time  charmed  with  the  young  gentleman's  indif- 
ference, the  next  disgusted.  The  truth  is,  that  it  did 
strike  her  that  perhaps  she  had  been  precipitate  in 
declining  the  compromise;  even  wondered  whether 
it   would    not    be    best    even   now   at  the   eleventh 

hour And  then  she  was   shocked  at  herself. 

Was  she  hankering  after  one  who  showed  no  signs 
of  caring  for  her — rehearsing  the  terms  of  barter? 
Why,  this  was  as  bad  as  selling  him  his  coronet  ? 
If  she  was  so  powerless  to  control  her  emotions,, 
'twould  have  been  wiser  not  to  have  summoned 
him  !  What  was  the  use  of  keeping  the  phenomenon 
upon  the  gridiron,  if  he  would  not  die  ?  Cupid  was 
kicking   and  plunging   still   over  the  flames,  full  of 
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life.  It  ^Yas  unmaidenly  to  be  victim  of  a  passion 
iini-etui-ned.  If  Cyrus  had  then  and  there  decided 
for  her — if  he  had  dragged  her  to  the  altar,  and, 
^Yith  a  mawley  clenched  under  her  nose,  had  insisted 
on  her  saying  "  I  will,"  she  would  have  been  thank- 
ful, for  then  she  would  have  felt  strong  enough  to 
finish  off  the  phenomenon.  AVhat  was  the  good  of 
wearing  hair  shirts  and  scourging  herself?  How 
many  an  undecided  maid  has  been  grateful  to  a 
suitor  who  was  bold  enough  to  make  up  her  shilly- 
shally mind  for  her  ?  "  Faint  heart,"  etc.,  saith  the 
adage.  *'  Overscrupulous  heart  "  would  be  nearer 
to  the  truth.  Leoline  was  dumb  from  pride,  for  he 
had  naught  to  give  the  maiden,  and  was  sensitively 
repeUed  from  the  handling  of  addled  eggs.  Inactive 
also,  Cyrus  waited,  m  hopes  that  time  would  develop 
certain  molehills  into  Alpine  ranges.  PerhajDS  the 
young  men  were  both  right  in  their  way,  although 
between  them  the  lady  suffered  dire  anguish  ;  for  hot 
love  passes,  and  'tis  sad  in  later  life  if  a  conscious- 
ness of  having  taken  unfair  advantages  dims  the 
brightness  of  retrospect. 

Smothering  her  inward  turmoil.  Miss  Eowe  said 
lightly,  ''  No,  most  practical  poet.  We  will  not  call 
a  meeting  of  aU  the  tenants,  nor  set  up  a  Standard 
on  the  plains,  as  yom*  ancestor  did.  I  tell  you,  sir,  he 
icas  your  ancestor.  That  our  next  steps  may  be  firm 
ones  we  must  find  that  stone,  for  there  seems  to  be 
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no  other  means  of  discovering  your  grandsire's  name. 
We  will  privately  consult  the  harridans  in  the  alms- 
house. When  I  talked  with  them  before,  there  was 
no  question  of  a  monument.  In  order  to  seek  high 
and  low  for  it,  we  must  learn  what  it  was  like.  The 
crones  who  sat  in  church  each  Sunday  will  know 
that,  for  they  must  have  spelt  it  o'er  and  o'er  while 
parson  snuffled ;  so  to-morrow  morning  we  will  meet 
in  the  village,  and  hold,  with  closed  doors,  our  court 
of  inquiry." 

The  trio  met  by  appointment  in  the  village,  and 
made  their  waj^  to  the  almshouse.  It  was  a  large 
building,  standing  away  from  the  road,  and  consisted 
of  a  double  square,  one  devoted  to  old  men,  the  other 
to  old  women.  In  the  centre  of  each  was  a  lofty  hall 
— a  general  living  room — and  upon  this  the  bed- 
chambers opened,  one  row  on  the  ground  floor,  one 
on  a  gallery  above.  The  ancient  dames  ceased 
quarrelling  when  our  party  entered  the  female  ward, 
and  bobbed  and  curtsied  with  twinkling  eyes,  and 
mumbled  irrelevant  blessings ;  for  sure  a  visit  from 
so  fine  a  young  gentleman  betokened  prospective  lar- 
gesse, to  be  laid  out  in  snuff  and  gin  ?  "  Dear,  good 
Miss  Eowe ! "  clacked  curtsying  drones;  ''bless  her 
comely  face !  so  kind  and  thoughtful  as  she  always 
is  —  so  considerate  in  the  matter  of  necessaries, 
which  are  neglected  by  an  unfeeling  overseer.  The 
tea  is  but  sticks,  without  a  particle  of  comfort ;  and 


THEY  CONSULT  THE  HAGS.  247 

as  for  the  sugar ! — there  ! — would  Miss  Eowe  like  to 
look  at  it '?  Not  but  what  it  would  become  sweet  at 
once  instead  of  sandy,  if  she  turned  her  eyes  on  it !  " 
Miss  Eowe  would  not  mind  the  tea  or  sugar  at  present ; 
she  had  something  more  important  to  go  into.  "  More 
important !  "  snorted  Sally  Scraggs,  under  her  breath, 
who  straightway  began  to  mop  and  mow  and  leer 
again,  as  she  became  aware  that  Cyrus  was  watching 
her.  "Anything  that  dear  good  Miss  Eowe  wanted. 
They  would  all  go  down  on  their  bare  bones,  wouldn't 
they,  if  that  was  what  she  wanted  ?  "  General  chorus 
of  "AYe  would,  we  would."  But  Miss  Eowe  re- 
quired something  different.  With  a  demure  air,  she 
begged  the  company  to  be  seated,  and  proceeded  to 
open  her  case.  The  young  gentleman  they  saw  before 
them  was  the  Earl  of  Northallerton,  who  was  come 
to  claim  his  own.  There  was  a  trifling  point  or  two, 
concerning  which  he  required  a  few  details.  The 
ladies,  doubtless,  could  supply  them;  and  if  they 
were  so  obliging,  the  earl  would  not  forget  them  in 
the  future — would  even  see  that  their  tea  was  sooth- 
ing, and  their  sugar  sweet,  and  that  needful  cordials 
were  kept  handy,  to  be  used  when  they  felt  giddy  or 
sinking.  The  harridans  stared  at  each  other,  at 
Abigel,  at  LeoHne,  in  mute  amazement.  The  Earl 
of  Northallerton !  This  was  why  Miss  Eowe  had 
been  so  chatty  of  late.  "What  line  should  they,  the 
harridans,  take?     The  almshouse  was  supported  by 
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endowment.  Lord  Osmington,  as  they  howled  per- 
petually, had  never  given  so  much  as  a  petticoat  or 
yard  of  flannel.  If  the  case  was  complete,  save  for 
a  few  details,  it  became  the  harridans,  who  were  long- 
sighted, to  support  the  winning  side.  Strong  tea, 
good  sugar,  unlimited  strong  waters !  The  toothless 
gums  of  the  hags  watered  at  the  prospect.  They 
looked  furtively  one  at  another ;  and  Sally  Scraggs, 
who,  by  reason  of  superior  strength  and  skill  in  wield- 
ing a  mop,  was  cock,  or  rather  hen,  of  the  walk, 
assumed  the  office  of  spokeswoman.  Anything  that 
she  or  they  could  do  should  be  done,  and  at  once. 
Was  it  not  so?  A  cackling  as  of  a  poultry  yard 
where  crouj)  is  epidemic,  a  blinking  of  filmed  eyes,  a 
shower  of  crocodile  tears,  a  spreading  of  aspen  palms. 
Heaven  was  called  to  witness  that  they  would  do 
anything — not  for  tea  or  sugar,  or  even  strong  waters 
— perish  the  thought ! — but  in  aid  of  justice.  They 
were  miserable  vessels.  Bless  the  kind  noble  gentle- 
man and  good  Miss  Eowe  !  What  details  could  they 
supply  ? 

Abigel's  heart  beat  fast  as  she  put  her  question, 
firmly,  yet  carelessly,  as  if  the  answer  was  of  trifling 
import.  Could  any  of  them  remember  what  happened 
to  the  monument  that  was  taken  down  at  the  time 
the  church  was  restored  ? 

"  They  was  all  put  back  again,"  asserted  Betty 
Higgs,  in  a  shrill  treble. 
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"AH  but  one,"  said  Abigel,  with  a  correcting  nod, 
striving  hard  to  steady  her  voice.  "  The  one  that 
stood  over  the  family  pew,  between  the  windows, 
opposite  the  reading-desk,  I  think.  It  was  erected 
by  Ai'chibald,  tenth  earl,  in  memory  of  James  Chris- 
topher, his  brother." 

''Ay,  that  it  was!"  screamed  Betty  Higgs,  hold- 
ing up  a  claw,  hoping  by  volubility  to  win  increased 
largesse.  *'  'Twas  in  a  furrin  tongue,  and  I  used  to 
wash  it,  wondering  what  it  meant,  being  caretaker, 
wife  of  Joe  Higgs,  parish  sexton,  w^ho's  in  the  other 
house.  Just  like  the  savages,  to  divide  an  old  woman 
from  her  husband.     He  knows,  too." 

Sally  Scraggs  glowered,  for  it  was  extremely  silly 
to  suggest  that  information  was  to  be  obtained  in  the 
male  ward.  '' Tut,  woman  !  "  she  cried;  ''take  heed 
to  speak  the  truth.  What  can  he  tell  of  it,  or  you, 
if  in  a  furrin  tongue  ?  ' ' 

But  Betty  faced  the  tyrant,  regardless  of  sub- 
sequent mop  vengeance.  "  Leastways  it  was  in  furrin 
print,"  she  replied.  "And  I  remember,  because  I 
tumbled  off  the  form,  in  reaching  to  dust  the  ledge, 
and  hurt  myself.  And  I  know  'twas  Christopher's, 
as  it  was  writ  clear,  and  I  mixed  it  up  with  Christ- 
mas, when  we'd  beef  and  pudding.  Those  da3^s  are 
gone,  worse  luck !  " 

Half  a  dozen  hags  shrieked  a  confirmation  of  the 
fact — a  dii'ge  over  Christmas  cheer. 
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"The  church  was  restored  in  1767 — seven  and 
forty  years  since,"  remarked  Miss  Eowe  ;  "but  some 
of  those  present  would  remember  the  general  charac- 
teristics of  the  tablet.     What  was  it  like  ?  " 

Then  ensued  a  vehement  discussion  among  the 
ladies,  each  one  endeavouring  to  outscream  her  neigh- 
bour ;  the  voice  of  Sally  Scraggs  rising  now  and  then 
above  the  din,  as  a  huntsman  exhorts  his  hounds. 
Unhappily,  they  could  not  agree. 

"  Your  memories  sway  like  willows ! "  Leoline 
declared,  in  tones  little  suggestive  of  largesse.  "  Can 
you  remember  how  many  windows  there  were  in  the 
church?  Of  course  not.  Abigel,  we  are  wasting 
time ;  for  whose  memory  may  be  trusted  after  forty 
years  ?  "  There  was  a  stone ;  that  much  seemed  de- 
cided. Who  put  it  up  ?   The  mason  or  his  family 

"Dead;  all  of  'em!"  snapped  Betty  Higgs,  who 
thought  the  young  gentleman  took  upon  himself,  and 
was  inclined  to  disparage  female  evidence. 

"  Kemember  that  I  am  counsel,  specially  retained," 
laughed  Abby;  "so  don't  interfere.  Go  on,  go  on. 
What  was  the  stone  like  ?  " 

Again  the  hags  sought  inspiration  from  each  other. 
If  only  they  could  have  settled  beforehand,  so  as  to 
be  unanimous !  for  as  it  was,  the  young  gentleman 
aspersed  their  memory ;  and  if  they  differed  too 
much,  how  about  tea  and  sugar  at  the  end  of  the 
meeting  ?    That  could  not  be  helped.     A  plunge  must 
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be  made.  One  ancient  lady  vowed  that,  as  she  hoped 
for  future  bliss,  the  stone  was  a  plain  square  tablet 
of  black  marble,  the  inscription  in  gilt  letters  ; 
another,  that  the  top  was  arched,  the  colour  grey; 
another,  that  it  was  shaped  like  the  tables  of  Moses, 
its  colour  white;  a  fourth  called  all  the  saints  to 
witness  that  it  was  formed  like  an  old-fashioned  chair. 

"  Tut,  women  !  "  shouted  the  huntsman.  "  Speak 
the  truth,  or  for  ever  hold  your  peace;  and  don't 
chatter  all  at  once." 

At  last  the  din  subsided  from  lack  of  breath,  and 
the  small  shrill  pipe — like  a  cheap  flute — of  Betty 
Higgs  was  heard  to  state  that  it  was  a  slab  of  free- 
stone, with  a  cornice,  surmounted  by  a  marble  cherub ; 
and  who  should  know  if  she  didn't,  she  w^ould  like  to 
know,  since  it  was  her  duty  to  keej)  it  clean  ? 

The  difference  of  opinion  was  disheartening,  but, 
after  a  lapse  of  so  many  j^ars,  it  was  not  unnatural ; 
and  Abigel,  after  deliberation,  was  fain  to  accept  the 
statement  of  Madam  Higgs  as  toihe  appearance  of 
vv'hat  she  sought. 

Thereupon  the  tyrant  became  jealous,  and  endea- 
voured to  pooh-pooh  the  opinion  of  her  butt.  "  The 
poor  creature's  half  gone  already,"  she  whispered  to 
Cyrus.  "  I  don't  recall  there  ever  being  such  a  thing, 
and  twice  on  every  blessed  Sabbath  I  sat  close  by.  But 
then  the  fine  folks  in  the  pew  were  grander  sights 
than  bits  of  stone ;  and  the  gardener  used  to  share 


252  ABIGEL    EOWE. 

liis  hymn-book  with  me,  saying  I  was  a  fine  lass ;  and 
his  name  wasn't  Scraggs.  What  else  does  Miss  Eowe 
require?  Maybe  my  memory  will  serve  me  better 
nor  that  shrill  puling  Betty's  !  " 

Madam  Higgs  was  sorely  outraged.  Half  gone,  for- 
sooth !  Her  memory  was  better  than  Madam 
Scraggs's  any  day,  so  were  her  Christian  feelings. 
Mr.  Higgs  was  in  the  other  section;  so  was  Mr. 
Manns,  the  clerk.  They  would  declare  if  she  spoke 
the  truth,  and  the  nobleman  would  not  forget  that  it 
was  she,  Betty,  and  no  other,  who  had  given  the 
right  description. 

"Could  any  of  the  amiable  but  somewhat  vociferous 
ladies  present  tell,"  inquired  the  fair  inquisitor,  "what 
became  of  the  tablet  after  its  removal  ?  " 

No  !  Madam  Scraggs  w^as  more  at  sea  than  ever  ; 
for  if  she  declined  to  believe  in  its  existence,  what 
could  she  say  of  its  subsequent  career  ? 

Leoline  fidgeted  on  his  seat,  for  truly  his  position 
was  ridiculous.  The  further  the  matter  was  delved 
into,  the  less  did  it  seem  possible  to  arrive  at  tangible 
results.  Mr.  Jarvis  bowed  to  the  curtsying  ladies 
with  a  grave  haughtiness  that  forbade  them  to  hope  for 
necessaries ;  trusted,  with  covert  sarcasm,  to  find  them 
well  on  his  next  visit ;  and  stalked  out  with  his  party, 
leaving  Madam  Higgs  to  receive  her  drubbing  from 
Madam  Scraggs,  amid  snarling  strictures  on  the  latter 
from  the  baulked  covey,  for  woeful  lack  of  generalship. 
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Miss  EowT  was  disheartened,  but  not  vanquished. 
*' Dearest  Leo,"  she  said,  "if  you  only  could  be 
patient !  Cy  was  right  in  not  wanting  you  to 
come." 

"  Oh  !  He  didn't  want  me  to  come  ?  "  echoed  Mr, 
Jarvis,  with  a  searching  glance.  ''You  must  bear 
with  me.  What  is  the  use,  my  dearest  girl,  of  trying 
to  do  anjihing,  since  to  be  slapi:)ed  in  the  face  is  the 
common  lot  of  all?  What  is  the  use  of  doing  our 
best  ?  Look  at  the  poor  flowers  !  Do  not  they  put 
forth  all  their  strength,  and  give  what  they  have  to 
give  in  the  wa}"  of  colour  and  sweetness ;  and  what 
then?  Down  comes  a  thunderstorm,  breaks  their 
frail  stems,  beats  them  into  the  mire  !  " 

"  Well,  really  !  "  murmured  Abigel,  half  crying  ; 
whereat  Cy  was  divided  between  gladness  and  indig- 
nation. "  I  wish  you  would  be  quiet.  Perchance  the 
gentlemen  can  throw  more  light  on  the  dark  subject 
than  the  ladies.     Let  us  try." 

A  very  aged  gentleman  was  sunning  himself  in  a 
chair — water-eyed  and  liquid-lipped — sprawling  under 
the  porch  of  the  male  section,  with  a  blue  belcher 
handkerchief  draped  over  his  bald  brow  to  keep  away 
the  flies.  Abigel  nudged  his  arm.  Would  he  be  so 
land  as  to  say  where  Mr.  Manns  was  to  be  found, 
who  had  once  on  a  time  occupied  the  proud  position 
of  parish  clerk  ? 

'•  I  am  Manns  !  "   quavered    the    veteran.      ''  Old 
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but  lively— old  but  lively !     Bless  the  winsome  face  ! 
What  can  I  do  for  its  owner  ?  " 

**  You  can  tell  me,  if  you  will,"  responded  Abigel, 
tired  by  this  time  of  circumlocutions,  "what  the 
monument  was  like  that  was  erected  by  Archibald, 
tenth  earl,  to  the  memory  of  James  Christopher 
Jervois." 

**  Memory  of  James  Christopher !  "  echoed  the  aged 
clerk.  "  Never  was  such  a  thing  in  my  time,  and  yon 
church  was,  as  it  were,  a  home  to  me." 

"  Never  was  such  a  thing !  "  retorted  Cyrus  roughly 
(he  built  so  much  on  the  existence  of  this  tablet). 
"You're  drivelling — that's  what  you  are,  old  and 
lively — and  want  to  be  put  to  bed  with  a  shovel." 

Mr.  Manns  looked  at  Cy  in  mighty  dudgeon.  "  I 
don't  know  you,  sir,  and  don't  want,"  he  quavered. 
^'I  was  parish  clerk  from  the  year  '60  to  1800, 
before  you  cumbered  the  earth,  and  there  was  no  such 
-thing.     I  ought  to  Imow,  I  think !  " 

Cy's  blood  was  up,  for  his  own  sake  and  Abigel's. 
Her  distress  was  evident;  for  she  was  pale,  and  clasped 
ihe  hand  of  Leoline.  Hang  the  jackanapes  !  He 
might  be  careless,  and  she  might  give  way  to  de- 
spondency, but  he,  Cy,  was  resolved  to  have  that  stone  ; 
and  if  the  grey  matter  in  his  brain  was  deficient  in 
quantity,  the  bump  of  obstinacy  was  largely  developed. 
Pushing  past  the  driveller,  he  kicked  open  the  door, 
and  shouted  for  some  one  to  show  him  Mr.  Higgs. 
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After  a  while  another  snowy  inlgrim  ghdecl  into  the 
sunlight,  and  stood  there  nodding. 

''  Dreadful  deaf !  "  he  whispered.  ''  A  sad  affliction  ! 
Dreadful  deaf !  " 

'•  Your  wife  tells  us,"  bawled  Cyrus,  so  loud  as  to  be 
audible  half-way  to  Kipon,  ''  that  you  remember  a  free- 
stone monument  between  the  windows  of  the  church, 
facing  the  reading-desk,  inscribed  in  antique  characters, 
to  James  Christopher  Jervois.      Is  that  so  ?  " 

*' Ay,  ay!  Christmas  pudding — I  remember,"  the 
deaf  man  murmured. 

"Hark  to  that!"  shouted  Cy.  "This  drivelling 
buffoon  says  there  was  no  such  thing." 

"  Nor  was  there  !  "  snarled  the  clerk.  "I  sat  under 
the  reading-desk,  a-sayin'  '  Amen '  for  nigh  on  forty 
year,  and  reading  of  the  hymns,  and  ought  to  know — 
ought  to  know." 

''Ay,  ay!"  repeated  the  sexton;  "but  you  was 
always  nodding,  and  we  all  wondered  how  'twas  you 
said  '  x\men '  at  the  right  time ;  and  there  was  a  pillar 
between  the  reading-desk  and  the  monument,  so  you 
couldn't  see  it,  not  bein'  so  interested  as  some  who're 
more  intelligent  in  such  curiosities  as  to  go  and  look 
for  'em." 

This  was  most  satisfying !  Abigel  gave  her  other 
hand  to  Cyrus,  and  cast  on  him  such  a  flash  of 
gratitude  for  unexpected  cleverness  as  stirred  him  to 
renewed  effort. 
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"You're  a  nice  old  gent,  worth  a  dozen  of  t'other, 
and  here's  a  shilHng  to  drmk  my  health.  If  you  go 
on  like  this,  you'll  get  other  shillings  to  drink  the 
healths  of  my  friends  here.  Now,  wake  up,  my  covey. 
There's  no  sweet  without  sweat.  If  you  follow  the 
river,  you'll  come  to  the  sea.  Of  course  you  rememher 
the  restoration  of  the  church.  Of  course  you  do. 
The  restoration  of  the  church  !  "  he  bawled  again. 

"  He'll  remember  that,  for  sure  !  "  cried  Kimpton 
from  over  the  hedge,  with  a  grin  of  recognition,  to 
the  party.  The  blacksmith  had  seen  them  arrive, 
and,  anxious  to  know  the  result  of  the  inquiry,  had 
abandoned  hammer  for  a  space. 

"  Ay,  ay  !  "  nodded  the  deaf  man.  **  It  didn't 
need  repair,  the  church  didn't,  and  the  wall  was  more 
out  of  the  straight  after  the  job  than  previous.  The 
tablet  to  Mr.  Christopher  was  never  put  back,  for 
I  mind  the  churchwarden  missing  it  when  the  wall 
was  done.  '  Wherever's  that  there  stone  ?  '  he  said. 
*'  'Twas  leaning  in  the  vestry  during  alterations,  and 
now  it's  gone !  We  shall  get  in  a  hobble  over  this 
when  my  lord  comes  home.'  But  my  lord  never  took 
notice,  so  the  subject  di'opped." 

Miss  Kowe  looked  at  Leoline  with  triumph,  and 
squeezed  her  cousin's  hand.  Kavishing  pressure  !  If 
only  he  could  earn  some  more  !  But  nothing  further 
was  to  be  learnt  here.  Although  it  began  badly,  the 
visit  had  not  been  vain,  however;  for  there  was  no 
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doubt  in  their  minds  now  about  the  aspect  of  the  stone. 
Mr.  Higgs  full}^  corroborated  his  wife's  description — 
cherub,  dedication  in  Old  EngUsh,  etc.  Leoline  alone 
remained  depressed.  How  much  nearer  were  they 
to  the  certainty  that  the  name  on  the  stone  was 
his  grandsire's ;  and  what  had  become  of  the  tablet 
on  removal  from  the  church  ? 

"  I  can't  quite  tell  you  that,  sir,"  observed  the  black- 
smith, with  a  respectful  bob.  "But  in  chatting  last 
night  over  a  pipe,  a  friend  of  mine  told  a  queer  yarn 
— of  how  about  the  time  of  the  changes  he  saw 
two  men  carrying  something  heavy  across  the  park 
wrapped  in  green  baize ;  of  how  he  ran  up  to  'em, 
thinking  they  was  robbers  with  booty,  and  found  it 
was  two  servants  of  the  house,  who  bade  him  mind 
his  own  affairs.  They  were  carrying  something  flat 
like  a  bagatelle  board;  but  their  foreheads  were 
dripping  from  exertion.  He  had  often  felt  inquisitive, 
but  never  asked,  for  'twasn't  business  of  his.  What 
if  it  was  the  monument  ?  If  that's  a  clue,  take  it 
and  welcome.     I  wish  you  good  day  and  luck." 

With  that  the  worthy  smith  returned  to  his  work, 
and  the  trio  walked  back  to  the  manor-house. 

"  'Twas  brought  here ;  but  in  this  ramshackle  build- 
ing where  to  seek  it  ?  "  sighed  Cyrus.  ''  'Tis  like  the 
game  of  hot  and  cold ;  under  our  feet — within  a  yard, 
perchance — and  yet  invisible.     How  exasperating  !  " 

"  Broken — destroyed — an  age  ago  !     Take  my  word 
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for  it,"  laughed  Leoline.  "You're  making  a  fool  of 
me  by  trying  to  pamper  my  vanity.  Kind  friends, 
I  thank  you  from  my  soul,  but  must  entreat  you  to 
desist.  A  chimera — nothing  more ;  and  yet  'twas  a 
fascinating  dream." 

"  What  will  you  do  now  ?  "  Cyrus  inquired 
curiously. 

*^  Linger  a  few  days  more  with  you  and  Abigel,  and 
then  away,"  Leoline  answered  sadly.  "  'Tis  not  for 
paupers  to  frame  their  futures  as  they  will.     I,  too, 

may    have    built    castles,    Abigel;    but Well, 

they've  vanished,  leaving  no  wrack  behind.  Better 
so,  better  so  !  " 

Abigel  looked  up  at  him  timidly.  Why  did  he 
appear  so  unutterably  wretched  ?  Was  his  contempt 
for  fleshpots  mere  seeming  ?  Was  proud  disdain  only 
a  mask ;  and  did  he,  while  scoffing,  care  for  his  in- 
heritance ?  Or  was  it  that  he  was  a  little  fond  of 
her,  and  was  sorry  to  be  going  ?  Oh,  if  she  only 
knew  !  Stay !  What  was  this  ?  The  phenomenon 
again  ?  No,  no  !  He  cared  for  her  only  as  a  sister. 
How  abominably  was  she  behaving  in  encouraging 
disloyal  thoughts  !  In  a  romantic  moment  she  had 
promised  herself  to  Cy,  if  he  worked  faithfully.  And 
was  he  not  indeed  a  devoted  knight  ?  She  was  be- 
having horribly,  and  promised  herself  sackcloth, 
ashes,  scourging,  fasting — every  sort  of  punishment 
and   tribulation  for   betraying    symptoms    of    back- 
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sliding.  She  would  do  penance  as  soon  as  Leoline  was 
gone.  While  he  was  there,  it  was  futile  to  combat 
with  the  phenomenon.  He  was  too  much  for  her 
frail  strength.  It  was,  indeed,  well  that  Leo  was  going 
abroad — ever  so  far  out  of  reach ;  the  farther  the 
better.  Time  would  cure  this  siclmess.  Years  hence, 
as  Cy's  middle-aged  wife  with  a  large  family,  she 
could  meet  him  with  unalloyed  gladness,  look  calmly 
on  the  fairy  castles — lovely  still,  but  oh,  so  far  away ! 

Did  Cyrus  guess  the  workings  of  her  mind  ? 
After  gazing  long  at  his  cousin,  he  interrupted  her 
reverie  with  the  abrupt  question,  ''  Where  shall  we 
.seek  this  stone?" 

**  Of  course — of  course — where  shall  we  seek  it  ? 
Anywhere,"  she  murmured  incoherently. 

"  'Twill  be  best  to  advertise,"  suggested  Cyrus. 
Under  pressure  he  was  growing  astonishingly  bright. 
"  We  must  advertise  in  the  Yorkshire  sheet,  offering 
a  reward.     How  shall  we  raise  the  money  ?  " 

"You  must  let  me  do  that,"  said  Leoline,  with  a 
sigh,  "  since  you  will  go  on  with  this  wild  scheme. 
The  Princess  Caroline  will  gladly  supply  a  small  sum 
of  money,  if  she  can  be  convinced  that  it  will  hurt 
her  enemies." 

And  so  it  was  settled.  Leoline  went  back  to  town, 
dumb  still  on  the  one  point,  more  despondent  and 
empty-hearted  than  he  had  ever  been  before.  The 
sun  had  no  gladness  for  him  ;   nature  no  beauty. 
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He  worked  himself  w^  into  a  feeling  of  annoyance 
in  that  he  could  be  so  disappointed  over  so  little 
a  matter  as  his  claim.  Of  course  it  was  only  that 
that  vexed  him.  "  Art  is  better  than  fools'  baubles !  '* 
he  kept  murmuring ;  but  the  axiom  brought  with  it 
no  touch  of  consolation.  It  was  the  prospect  of  the 
future,  perhaps,  that  made  him  wretched.  No  doubt 
it  was.  To  wander  all  over  Europe  with  that  woman! 
Worse  than  the  pilgrimage  of  the  Israelites,  by  fan 
'*  Sweet  Abigel  !  "  he  muttered  once,  when  off  his 
guard,  "how  can  I  ever  repay  thee  for  such  zeal? 
How  ?  How  can  any  one  so  useless  repay  any  one 
for  anything  ?    Ah  me  !  " 

When  he  was  gone,  Cyrus  breathed  more  freely^ 
and  Abigel  began  a  secret  course  of  upbraiding 
and  mortification  accompanied  by  wearing  regret. 
The  battle  with  the  phenomenon  was  killingly  severe. 
Poor  Abigel !  Cruel  Leo,  not  to  read  her  secret ! 
Was  it  her  fault,  she  wailed,  if  the  man  she  wanted 
did  not  seem  to  want  her ;  if  the  man  she  did  not,. 
did? 
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A    CURIOUS    ADVERTISEMENT. 

The  days  at  Osmington  House  were  far  from  halcyon. 
The  hed  of  his  lordship,  made  by  himself,  was  full 
of  pleats  and  wrinkles.  Perhaps  Leo  was  right  in 
scoffing  at  tinsel,  and  declaring  that  coronets  are 
not  comfortable  wear.  Everything  was  going  crooked 
with  my  lord  Osmington.  As  the  only  remaining 
member  of  the  old  set,  his  stale  jests  and  horsey 
ways  were  no  longer  in  keeping  with  the  style  of 
Carlton  House.  Lady  Hertford  disliked  him  as  much 
as  Mrs.  Fitzherbert  had  done,  and  was  less  indulgent  ; 
and  his  royal  master  was  weary  of  him.  Eosina 
and  Maraquita  were  miracles  of  vulgarity  despite  the 
gewgaws  with  which  they  were  bedecked.  Their 
tempers  grew  worse  as  the  shower  of  gems  became 
less  plentiful.  The  Ark  was  a  pandemonium,  and 
Vere  pitied  the  original  Noah,  as  he  pressed  his 
aching  temples,  when  he  reflected  what  a  time  he 
must  have  had  on  his  lengthy  voyage.  Then,  poor 
dirty,    sodden   Sheridan   would    come    whining    and 
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plaguing,  full  to  the  brim  with  jeremiads,  glancing 
nervously  over  his  shoulder  from  time  to  time  to  see 
if  he  were  followed.  Since  leaving  Parliament  he 
had  dropped  to  the  bottom  of  the  slough.  He  was 
hunted  to  death  by  creditors.  There  was  no  respite. 
The  tottering  wreck  of  his  constitution  succumbed 
under  the  strain ;  and  no  longer  gay  enough  to  cajole 
or  wheedle  by  stratagem  or  repartee,  the  persons  to 
whom  he  was  indebted  were  inexorable.  Withdrawn 
from  society,  in  shattered  health,  friend  after  friend 
deserted  him.  For  Sherry  the  master-wit,  the 
centre  of  fun  and  jollity,  was  one  person  ;  Sherry  the 
puling  and  crushed  was  quite  another ;  especially  as 
he  always  wanted  cash,  that  scarce  commodity.  One 
day  he  would  announce  that  his  loenates  were  de- 
stroyed ;  that  even  the  gold  cup  presented  by  the 
electors  of  Stafford  had  been  seized ;  that  the  precious 
portrait  of  his  first  wife  by  Eeynolds  had  been  torn 
from  him.  A  few  days  later  would  arrive  a  despair- 
ing missive  with  "Moneybound"  scrawled  over  the 
address — a  greasy  mal-odorous  document  brought  by 
a  suspicious-looking  party  from  Took's  Court,  who 
lolled  in  the  hall  in  rusty  boots,  declining  to  budge 
without  an  answer.  Sure  one's  own  duns  are 
harassing  enough  without  the  personal  persecution 
of  bailiffs  who  are  running  of  errands  for  others? 
What  if  Mr.  Hamlet  were  to  step  in  with  a  new 
necklace  and  perceive  the  harpy  ?    Might  he  not  take 
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fright  on  his  own  account  and  send  another  to  keep 
him  company?  And  what  woful,  terrible  letters 
were  poor  Sherry's  !  He  was  heartbroken,  degraded, 
utterly  annihilated  in  spirit.  If  some  one  would  give 
him  his  quietus,  'twould  be  a  boon.  Meanwhile, 
could  Vere  oblige  a  despairing  friend  with  a  note  for 
fifty?  If  not,  twenty,  or  even  ten,  or  five?  "I 
haven't  got  such  a  thing,"  my  lord  would  growl; 
"  and  if  I  had  he'd  transform  it  into  brandy  !  Damned 
pernicious'  stuft' !  "  And  then,  with  shaky  claw,  he'd 
pour  himself  a  bumper,  and  gulp  it  down.  His  Eoyal 
Highness  was  kind  to  his  old  crony,  although,  dis- 
liking, as  he  constitutionally  did,  disease  and  dirt  and 
the  shadow  of  the  grave,  he  would  not  consent  to  see 
him.  His  private  secretary  was  constantly  calling 
upon  Sheridan.  As  to  paying  his  debts,  George  said, 
"  I've  more  than  enough  of  my  own ;  but  I  will  bring 
him  into  Parliament  again,  so  that  he  will  be  secure 
against  arrest."  And  actually  four  thousand  pounds 
(scratched  together,  Heaven  knows  how)  were  de- 
posited through  my  lord  Moira  in  the  hands  of  Cocker, 
the  soHcitor,  with  orders  to  negotiate  for  the  seat  of 
Wootton  Bassett.  But  luckless  Sherry  had  still  a 
glimmering  of  pride.  He  lost  his  footing  at  Carlton 
House,  he  said,  because  he  would  not,  as  he  considered 
himself  bidden  to  do,  change  his  politics ;  and  now, 
prostrate  in  the  gutter  though  he  was,  he  winced  at 
the  thought  of  returning  to  the  theatre  of  his  triumphs 
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marked  with  an  owner's  brand.  '^  No,"  he  blubbered ; 
'*the  royal  broad  arrow  may  do  for  malefactors  at 
Botany  Bay,  but  not  for  me.  I'd  rather  die  a  Whig 
with  nothing  in  my  stomach,  than  hoist  new  colours." 
And  so  he  refused  the  seat,  but  gladly  took  the  money. 
It  was  the  fashion,  among  other  falsehoods,  to  declare 
that  Gentleman  George  refused  to  relieve  Sheridan 
in  trouble.  Mr.  Cocker  handed  him  the  four  thousand 
pounds,  stating  that  his  royal  friend  could  do  no 
more  for  him,  and  sure  'twas  generous  enough. 
Unhappily,  Brinsley's  difficulties  seemed  by  their 
muddled  state  of  confusion  to  be  a  sieve  which 
swallowed  all  that  any  would  pour  into  it,  though 
in  reality  they  were  nothing  awful.  Friends  grew 
weary  of  what  appeared  to  be  a  hopeless  task ;  and 
the  owner  of  the  sponging-house  in  Took's  Court 
pronounced  Mr.  Sherry  to  be  ''  carrion,"  by  which 
nice  image  the  grim  joker  wished  to  convey  that  his 
charge  was  dead  to  all  intents  and  purposes,  fit 
only  to  feed  jackals.  "  Having  carried  so  much 
carrion  to  Newgate,"  remarked  that  shrewd  observer 
to  Lord  Osmington,  *'  I've  a  fine  nose  for  the  smell 
of  it.  There  are  so  many  suits  against  him  that 
he'll  never  find  bail,  and  little  good  if  he  did.  But 
your  lordship's  charity  might  give  him  liquor  to 
drown  his  cares.  Ours  is  a  ready-money  house — no 
tick.  'Tisn't  long  he's  got  to  live,  I'm  thinking,  and 
brandy  the  panacea." 
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When  Mr.  Cribb  returned  from  Yorkshire  with 
news  that  the  long-postponed  contest  was  finally 
''off,"  Vere  stormed  and  stamped  ^Yith  fury.  He 
had  decided  that  Caleb  was  the  better  man,  stood  to 
win  heavily  on  him,  and  to  be  baulked  by  the  other 
candidate's  caprice  was  most  annoying.  "  Dash,  dash, 
dash!  "What  does  he  mean  by  it?"  he  roared. 
''  Why  did  I  bring  him  to  town,  place  him  under  you, 
procure  him  all  sorts  of  patronage  ?  That  he 
should  fly  in  my  face  and  snap  his  fingers  ?  He  shall 
fight.  Dash,  dash  !  he  shall  1 "  Mr.  Cribb  waited  till 
the  storm  had  spent  itself,  then  said  quietly,  ''  I'm 
much  more  sorry  than  you,  my  lord,  can  be  ;  but 
we  can't  help  it.  I've  used  all  arguments.  He 
leaves  the  ring  for  ever;  "  and  with  an  obeisance  the 
Champion  went  his  way  to  the  new  public-house,  whose 
good-will  he  had  just  purchased.  But  Caleb  Eann, 
the  Pink  of  Bow^,  who  was  by  this  time  in  splendid 
trim,  was,  on  his  side,  much  disappointed.  He  meant 
beating  the  S^^rig  of  Myrtle,  who  gave  himself  airs  of 
refinement  and  gentility,  and  was  proportionately 
disgusted  when  the  Sprig  so  glaringly  displayed  a 
white  feather.  He  was  a  coward,  then,  after  all — a 
cur,  a  mean  fellow  w^ho  had  won  an  uncertain 
victory  and  was  afraid  to  give  his  antagonist  revenge. 
Had  he  not  said  so  all  along?  If  there  was  one 
thing  in  the  world  that  Caleb  was  fond  of  denouncing 
it  was  cowardice.     For  the  previous  fight  the  Pink 
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had  been  insufficiently  trained ;  hence  the  result. 
This  time,  sacrificing  his  pet  vices  by  a  herculean 
effort,  he  had  gone  in  for  it  with  a  will ;  and  the  Sprig, 
hearing  no  doubt  that  the  other  was  in  earnest,  had 
backed  out  at  the  eleventh  hour.  At  all  the  meeting- 
places  patronized  by  Corinthians,  Caleb  showed  him- 
self, poured  volumes  of  opprobrious  malice  on  the 
name  of  Smalley,  gibed  and  jeered  at  his  prowess ; 
and  Cribb  was  grievously  exercised.  His  lips  were 
closed.  Having  promised  not  to  mention  the  young 
lady,  he  invented  excuses  for  the  peculiar  conduct  of 
his  favourite,  and  they  were  so  shambling  that  the 
case  looked  blacker  than  before.  Mendoza  sneered  ; 
vowed  that  he  would  take  his  pupil  on  a  sparring 
tour  to  show  him  off ;  got  up  a  preliminary  contest 
with  a  man  called  Mostyn  for  a  purse  of  a  hundred 
guineas,  just  to  display  the  superiority  of  the  Hebrew 
over  the  Bristol  method.  Caleb,  pushed  by  a  strong 
desire  to  vanquish  the  Sprig,  and  reminded  by 
Mendoza  that  on  grave  occasions  he  must  obey, 
had  hitherto  been  strangely  docile;  but  the  screw 
removed,  he  broke  out  again  as  usual,  spent  his 
nights  in  the  stews,  his  days  in  rioting,  insulting 
quiet  citizens  after  his  bullying  fashion.  Mostyn 
j)roved  no  match  for  him.  The  hundred  guineas  were 
flung  about  like  counters.  Well  rigged  in  slap-uj) 
Mcksies,  he  swaggered  into  Limmer's  —  haunt  of 
betting-men,  celebrated  at  that  time  for  divine  gin- 
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punch,  the  pnmest  port,  and  dh'ty  bedS' — and  mvited 
all  to  drink.  Such  as  refused  were  certain  of  a 
hustle  or  a  blow.  ''More  bottles,  cellarman !  "  he 
shouted ;  ''lots  more  bottles,  and  of  your  best.  I  know 
the  tricks  of  the  trade ;  for  was  I  not  once  myself  a 
vintner's  man  at  York?  Come,  no  heeltaps,  gentle- 
men !  "  And  then  the  part}',  filled  with  Dutch  courage, 
tore  down  Bond  Street,  yelling  like  Mohocks,  smashing 
the  lamps  and  wrenching  knockers,  following  the  ex- 
ample of  their  betters ;  while  the  watchmen  cowered 
in  their  boxes  or  fled  down  neighbouring  lanes.  All 
who  cared  for  the  Fancy  were  shocked  at  Caleb's 
rowdiness.  He  cast  discredit  on  the  noble  art,  and 
a  meeting  was  held  at  the  Pugilistic  Club  to  consider 
what  was  to  be  done.  Now,  Caleb  was  the  recognized 
'protege  of  Yere,  the  President  of  the  club.  He  had 
ingratiated  himself  by  usefulness — carrying  secret 
notes,  arranging  interviews,  performing  jobs,  which 
my  lord  would  never  have  dared  to  ask  Smalley  to 
perform.  He  was  invaluable  as  a  factotum  of  the 
lowest  sort,  on  which  account  much  might  be  con- 
doned. But  overt  acts  of  ruffianism  must  be  put  an 
end  to,  once  and  for  ever.  So  my  lord  took  a  leaf  out 
of  Mendoza's  book. 

It  chanced  that  after  the  debauch  at  Limmer's, 
the  night  was  finished  at  a  genteel  private  hell 
in  Grafton  Street,  where  the  would-be  Corinthian 
lost  every  penny  that  remained  of  his  prize-money. 
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The  builder  of  the  sla^D-up  kicksies,  hearing  of  this, 
arrested  him  next  day  for  a  sum  of  thirty  pounds 
for  sundry  splendid  garments.  Vere  saw  his  op- 
portunity, paid  the  debt,  took  the  culprit  home,  and 
lectured  him. 

"You  sold  yourself  to  Mendoza  once,"  he  said,  "and 
are  his  property,  a  fact  you  acknowledge  by  implicit 
obedience  when  he  demands  it." 

"  That  is  so,"  replied  Caleb,  wondering  what  my 
lord  was  driving  at. 

"  Mendoza  is  too  lenient  a  master  for  such  a  rowdy 
ruffian,  so  I  intend  to  put  claims  on  you  myself. 
You  owe  me  thirty  pounds.  So  long  as  you  behave 
yourself  I  shall  not  trouble  you  about  it,  but  so  sure 
as  you  break  out,  into  prison  you  go.  I  am  aware 
that  the  debt  is  small,  and  that  you  could  win  the 
amount  and  more  with  your  fists ;  but  I  shall  make 
it  my  business  to  see  that  this  is  rendered  impossible. 
Behave  yourself,  to  outward  seeming  at  least,  and 
your  life  shall  be  without  a  care." 

Caleb  shrugged  his  shoulders.  'Twas  scarcely 
generous  to  met  him  thus ;  but  what  could  not  be  cured 
must  be  endured.  He  would  serve  my  lord,  as  he  had 
already  done,  faithfully ;  but  if  drink  was  about  he 
could  not  promise  to  keep  his  hands  off,  and  if 
there  was  an  appetizing  row  he  must  perforce  be 
in  it.  It  must  be  for  his  lordship  to  keep  him  out 
of  temptation. 
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"  I  don't  like  it,  my  lord,"  lie  grumbled.  "Didn't 
I  do  3^onr  bidding  before,  without  your  making  a 
black  of  me  ?  " 

To  which  my  lord  retorted  with  a  fierce  scowl. 
"  The  devil  joii  did !  How  about  the  mess  you  made 
of  that  simple  little  affair  at  Wattier's  ?  Scum  like 
you  must  be  bound  hand  and  foot." 

For  the  jDresent,  at  least,  my  lord  would  hold  his 
slave  in  leash ;  dole  out  pocket-money  for  services 
rendered,  but  allow  him  to  make  no  large  sums  on  his 
own  account.  As  President  of  the  club,  he  could  easily 
quash  any  attempts  at  arranging  a  match.  Mendoza, 
in  such  a  matter,  would  do  as  he  was  bid.  Caleb,  there- 
fore, lived  on  the  fat  of  the  land,  was  useful  as  a  go- 
between,  preserved  a  veneer  of  decency,  but  was  not 
content ;  for  his  pockets  were  empty,  and  he  felt  this 
servitude  more  galling  than  the  strange  compact  with 
Mendoza.  He  moped  in  the  gorgeous  saloons  of 
Osmington  House,  and  wished  he  could  escape ;  spent 
his  spare  time  in  considering  how  mean  it  was  of  a 
rich  lord  to  steal  such  a  march  over  an  ignorant  fellow- 
insect.  As  for  Mendoza,  he  gladly  chimed  in  with  my 
lord  Osmington,  for  he  was  aware  of  a  coming  crusade 
against  the  ring,  and  perceived  how  necessary  it  was 
that  bruisers  should  learn  to  behave  themselves. 
Cribb  and  his  polished  following  had  always  been 
wormwood  to  Mendoza,  by  reason  of  the  consideration 
they  enjoyed ;  and  the  former,  buffeted  as  he  was  on 
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the  subject  of  Smalley,  retorted  by  deprecating  the 
vulgar  antics  of  what  he  called  the  "costard-monger 
lot." 

Uneasy  as  was  the  couch  of  Vere,  the  discomfort 
caused  by  an  ill-made  bed  was  nothing  to  the  un- 
expected agony  Vere  received  one  morning  from  a 
new  and  fearsome  source.  He  fairly  jumped  and 
howled  ;  and  Caleb,  when  he  entered  the  sleeping 
chamber  with  a  dish  of  chocolate,  beheld  so  ghastly 
a  visage  below  the  laced  nightcap,  as  filled  him  with 
apprehension.  Should  a  doctor  be  fetched  ?  Was  my 
lord  in  extremis,  or  was  he  enraged  to  the  level  of 
epilepsy  by  some  hitherto  concealed  peccadillo  of  his 
serf's  ?  Small  sins  of  Caleb's  were  constantly  cropping 
up,  and  the  atmosphere  was  always  breezy.  On  this 
occasion,  curious  to  relate,  he  was  not  to  blame,  for  my 
lord  with  a  curse  bade  him  put  down  the  cup  and  go 
away.  What  could  have  affected  him  thus  ?  Purple 
circles  were  around  his  eyes ;  his  jaw  had  dropped. 
On  the  counterpane  lay  an  open  letter  ;  in  one  hand 
a  newspaper  was  clutched.  As  a  rule,  Yere  did  not 
permit  letters  to  trouble  him.  His  valet  was  well 
drilled.  The  morning  budget  was  carefully  sorted 
before  being  placed  by  the  bedside  on  a  silver  salver, 
as  used  to  be  his  habit  in  palmier  days.  He  deigned 
now  to  open  those  whose  superscriptions  were  in 
female  characters  himself.  Others  were  read  aloud, 
while  the  barber  did  his  work.     Those  from  trades- 
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people  were,  of  course,  tossed  unread  into  the  fire. 
On  this  particular  morning,  Vere's  eye,  glancing 
biliously  over  the  heap,  detected  one  written  in  a 
male  hand,  which  demanded  his  attention.  It  was 
a  large  and  heavy  packet,  superscribed  by  his  York- 
shire agent. 

"  Already  !  "  he  ejaculated.  ''  To  send  so  soon,  he 
must  have  sold  the  timber  standing,  and  transmitted 
the  amount  in  notes.     Sharp  fellow  !  " 

But  on  opening  the  packet  a  local  journal  tumbled 
thence,  instead  of  notes,  and  an  account  of  the 
events  whose  occurrence  at  Battle  Magna  has  already 
been  detailed.  As  he  read  his  grey  face  flushed  with 
ire  and  scorn,  but  as  he  read  on  it  blanched. 
Miss  Eowe,  her  cousin,  and  a  gentleman  from  town, 
3j  Mr.  Jarvis,  had  been  interviewing  the  almshouse 
people,  preaching  sedition  against  the  powers  that 
were,  gabbling  tomfoolery  by  the  yard.  The  raid 
was  beneath  contempt,  of  course,  or  would  be,  but 
that  certain  harebrained  persons  had  been  taken 
with  a  disease  that  threatened  to  be  epidemic. 
Miss  Kowe  went  about  declaring  openly  that  my  lord 
was  a  usurper,  that  a  chain  of  evidence  required  but  a 
link  or  two  to  prove  this.  ("  One  missing  link  makes 
the  whole  chain  valueless,"  my  lord  laughed  to  him- 
self.) It  was  the  painful  duty  of  the  agent  to  report 
that  sundry  tenants  were  so  anxious  to  escape  from 
my  lord's  beneficent  control  that  they  had  actually 
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met  Miss  Eowe  at  the  forge,  and  offered  then  and 
there  to  pay  their  rent  twice  over,  that  funds  should 
not  be  wanting  for  the  pursuit  of  the  inquiry. 

"  Donkeys  !  "  spluttered  my  lord.  "  Pay  twice  over, 
will  they?  A  charlatan  robs  fools  by  promise  of 
millennium — low  rents,  improvements,  farm  build- 
ings, and  they  throw  their  stakes  into  the  conjuror's 
lucky-bag,  which  is  supposed  to  hold  no  blanks  ! 
Dolts  !  zanies  !  What  shall  I  do  with  that  stuck-uj) 
mischief-maker,  the  fox,  who'd  eat  my  entrails  ?  Dash, 
dash  !  x\lmshouse !  She  shall  be  expelled  from  the 
place,  and  her  idiotic  grandaunt  too.  What  a  fool  not 
to  have  been  more  determined  when  I  was  down  there ! 
Why  doesn't  the  witch  coerce  her  ? "  On  second 
thoughts  prudence  hinted  that  'twould  be  rash  to 
show  rancour.  These  rebellious  tenants  would  take 
in  the  outcasts ;  there'd  be  a  hubbub.  Besides,  old 
Pentecost,  if  driven  to  it,  might  say  awkward  things. 
But  what  a  bogey  was  all  this  !  Let  them  search  and 
welcome ;  there  was  nothing  to  find.  Had  not  the 
housekeeper  said  so?  These  doings  of  her  niece'& 
would  only  secure  my  lord  more  firmly  on  his  throne- 
Pentecost,  if  left  alone,  would  hold  her  tongue.  The 
girl  might  do  her  worst,  and  the  world  would  applaud 
the  possessor's  nobility  of  heart  in  ignoring  the  med- 
dling of  the  jade.  The  letter  went  on,  **I  remon- 
strated with  Madam  Smalley  on  the  conduct  of  her 
niece,  but  could  get  nothing  from  her.     She  seemed 
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sccared  and  gagged.  If  I  might  advise,  it  would  be  to 
suggest  that  the  lady  be  placed  at  once  under  medical 
supervision.  She  is  certainly  mad,  if  harmless." 
(''Harmless!  I  hope  she  is,"  growled  my  lord.)  "I 
enclose  a  number  of  a  recent  Yorkshire  Post,  on  account 
of  a  curious  advertisement  therein  contained  concern- 
ing a  monument.  This  is  reprehensible  folly,  for  I 
have  inquired,  and  it  is  well  known  that  there  never 
was  any  such  monument  at  all.  Hoping  that  your 
lordship's  precious  health  is  good,  I  have  the  honour 
to  remain,  etc.,  etc."  The  agent  had  despatched  no 
money,  or  promise  to  raise  any;  only  this,  the  advertise- 
ment which  had  given  to  Vere's  face  the  expression 
that  frightened  Caleb.  It  ran  thus  :  "  Five  hundred 
pounds  reward  will  be  given  to  any  person  who  can 
produce  or  point  out  the  whereabouts  of  a  memorial 
tablet  that  was  removed  from  the  parish  church  of 
Stratton-on-the-Fosse,  in  the  year  of  our  Lord  1767, 
during  structural  alterations.  It  is  a  freestone  tablet, 
four  feet  square,  with  a  cornice  running  along  the 
top,  surmounted  by  a  cherub  in  white  marble.  So 
that  the  memorial ,  inscription  be  still  legible,  it 
matters  not  if  the  stone  be  in  pieces.  Apply  in  the 
first  instance  to  Mr.  Cyrus  Smalle}^  at  the  Forge, 
Stratton-on-the-Fosse.  That  the  reward  is  offered 
hond  fide  may  be  ascertained  by  a  correspondent 
dwelling  at  a  distance,  if  the  said  individual  will 
make  personal  application  to  the  Hon.  Ambrosia 
VOL.  II.  40 
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Cotton,  Connaugbt  House,  London,  by  whom  the 
money  will  be  paid." 

*'Good  God!"    cried   Vere,   leaping    up  in   bed. 
**  They're  on  the  track  of  Koger !     How  could  they 

know  ?  How  could  they  discover  ?   Has  Pentecost 

No,  no  !  I  am  absurdly  nervous  and  unhinged.  My 
father  removed  all  trace  of  that  stone.  What  did 
he  do  with  it  ?  What  a  blunderer  am  I,  not  to  have 
asked  Pentecost !     I  wonder  what  was  writ  on  it  ?  " 

Endeavour  as  he  would  to  reassure  himself,  Vere's 
confidence  in  his  star  was  shaken.  How  could  the 
busybodies  have  learned  that  the  tablet  ever  existed? 
Trusting  to  Pentecost's  assurances,  he  had  been 
lamentably  careless.  That  letter  which  Cyrus  had 
brought  had  been  overlooked  by  Pentecost.  How  could 
he  be  sure  that  there  were  not  other  letters  equally 
compromising?  ''^ Apply  to  Mr.  Cyrus  Smalley!  " 
He  had  turned  traitor,  then  ?  For  the  sake,  of  course, 
of  that  abominable  little  marplot.  Oh,  the  artful 
jade,  who  looked  as  if  butter  would  not  melt  in  her 
mouth !  The  arrant  flirt  had  tied  two  strings  to  her 
bow — was  iDlaying  off  one  swain  for  the  benefit  of  the 
other.  And  the  mutton-headed  boor  was  taken  in 
by  so  flimsy  a  device !  Keally  these  bruisers  were 
revoltingly  stupid.  The  section  of  society  that  in- 
veighed against  them  was  in  the  right.  They  must 
be  put  down  en  masse.  The  ring  was  destructive  of 
intellectual  activity.     Was  it  not  humiliating  to  see 
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big  broad-shouldered  men  used  as  cat's-paws  by 
hussies '?  Where  was  the  dominion  of  man,  when  a 
girl  could  twist  his  great  hulking  carcase  round  her 
finger?  That  legend  of  Samson  is  offensive.  Had 
he  gone  to  school  and  learnt  his  ABC  instead  of 
practising  athletics,  he  would  not  have  fallen  a  prey- 
to  Delilah ;  and  if  he  had  been  stewed  up  over  his 
slate,  his  form  would  not  have  attained  the  muscular 
development  which  enchanted  the  frail  lady.  So  this 
modern  Samson  was  in  league  with  Delilah  ?  She 
should  not  be  allowed  to  snip  his  locks ;  not  a  bit 
of  it.  Blunder-pated  booby  !  He  must  be  lured  to 
town,  delivered  to  the  press-gang,  got  rid  of  somehow 
for  ever.  No  difficulty  about  that.  The  Champion 
was  artful,  too ;  for  he,  of  course,  was  in  the  secret, 
since  he  had  been  sojourning  in  Yorkshire  with  Cyrus. 
My  lord  rang  loudly  for  his  valet.  No  levee  to-day. 
Dismiss  the  clients ;  they  were  all  either  duns  or 
bores.  The  Champion  !  Who  would  have  thought  it  ? 
Sly  old  dog !  No  wonder  Cy's  appearance  had  been 
unsatisfactory.  Instead  of  training,  they  had  all  been 
scheming.  Who  could  tell  but  what  she  had  inveigled 
Cribb  as  well  as  the  other  within  the  toils — another 
Samson  ?  "I  must  find  that  out,"  concluded  my 
lord.     ''  Tom  is  too  simple  to  lie  well." 

While  submitting  himself  to  the  dressers,  my  lord 
reviewed  his  agent's  narrative  and  his  own  course  of 
action   with  charnel-house  facetiousness.      "  Glad," 
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he  muttered,  *'that  I  popped  that  other  letter  into 
the  lapis-lazuli  receptacle.  Wonder  if  they've  come 
on  it  ?  Wish  I  knew  more  of  the  story,  and  could 
mix  up  the  dates.  What  fun  to  mislead  'em,  and 
prove  that  the  haroness  for  whom  the  duel  was  fought 
was  old  enough  to  be  her  lover's  grandmother,  and 
he  a  brat  of  nine  !  'Twould  make  the  case  absurd. 
Well,  the  first  thing  for  me  to  do  is  to  call  on  Thomas 
Cribb.  A  coach  instanter,  to  bear  me  to  the  Borough 
Market.  You,  Caleb,  await  my  return,  lest  I  should 
want  you." 

My  lord,  in  his  excitement,  screamed  to  the  jarvey 
to  go  quicker ;  never  to  mind  the  children  or  apple - 
women — nuisances ! — ^but  to  gallop  over  Westminster 
Bridge,  and  make  with  all  despatch  for  the  publichouse 
with  a  newly  painted  sign — a  lion. 

There  was  something  amiss  with  Cribb.  Instead 
of  surveying  his  newly  acquired  territory  with  proud 
affection,  marking  the  sheen  of  the  fixings,  the  glitter 
of  X's  on  the  barrels  ranged  on  a  shelf  behind  the 
bar,  the  sparkling  rows  of  pewter-pots,  he  was  sitting 
disconsolate,  smoking  a  glum  pipe,  which  he  shook 
out  at  once  on  perceiving  who  was  his  visitor.  My 
lord  was  seldom  out  so  early  or  so  far  afield,  but  was 
welcome.  Had  anything  fresh  transpired  ?  Did  the 
Prince  of  Wales 

"  No !  "  cried  my  lord,  heartily,  raising  a  quizzing 
glass  to  admire  the  Champion's  glory.    **  The  Prince  of 
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Wales  no  longer  needs  the  strong  arms  of  his  fistic 
body-guard ;  not  because  people  do  not  hoot  him,  but 
because  he  lives  secluded.  I  don't  know  what's  come 
to  him ;  he'll  be  an  anchorite  some  day.  When  the 
devil  was  sick,  you  Imow — eh,  Tom  ?  What  a 
splendid  place  you've  got !  Carlton  House  isn't  half 
so  showy,"  proceeded  Vere,  with  kittenish  glee.  "Oh, 
you  sly  fox !  And  you  thought  to  deceive  me — me  1 
But  I've  found  you  out,  and  your  doings  at  Battle 
Magna.  Training  ?  Pho  !  Syllabub  and  sighs.  Why 
could  you  not  tell  a  trusty  well-tried  friend  and  patron 
that  the  young  jackass  retii'ed  from  the  profession 
because  he  was  love-sick  ?  And  to  think  of  you 
playing  duenna !  An  asinine  complaint,  as  common 
as  measles,  and  easier  to  cure.  I'm  not  angry  about 
it,  for  he'll  weary  of  her  if  left  unopposed  for  a  bit, 
and  will  return  to  the  ring  the  better  for  the  rest  in 
native  air.  A  sly,  reserved  old  varmint,  you  are — 
much  too  devilish  sly  !  " 

''W^ould  it  might  be,  my  lord,"  the  Champion  ex- 
claimed hopefuUy.  "  But  I  doubt  it ;  for  Cyrus,  bless 
him !  has  a  great  big  heart,  and  it  beats  all  for  her. 
She's  a  tough  bit  o'  goods,  and  stood  out  as  grand  as 
any  duchess.  She  swore,  so  Smalley  told  me,  that 
she'd  never  take  one  of  us ;  and  I  fear  she  won't.  My 
desire's  for  his  happiness.  I  care  for  that  lad  as  if 
he  was  my  own  flesh.  Please  God,  he'll  never  know 
the  unworthy  things  they  say  of  him." 
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Vere's  eyes  gleamed.  Here  was  a  hint,  which  might 
he  used  to  separate  those  two  conspirators.  A  pair 
can  work  at  a  problem  so  much  easier  than  one,  even 
though  the  second]  is  a  mere  mutton-headed  bruiser. 
The  coalition  must  be  dissolved,  ere  Cy  and  Abigel 
did  further  mischief;  and  my  lord  saw  his  way  to 
manage  the  job.  He  had  been  right  in  his  conjec- 
ture ;  that  was  what  he  trundled  all  the  way  to  the 
Borough  to  find  out.  So  he  tried  a  glass  of  Thomas's 
ale,  gave  as  a  toast,  "  The  return  of  the  jackass  to 
his  wallowing,"  and  trundled  home  again. 

Meanwhile,  Caleb  was  ferreting  about  for  the  cause 
of  his  patron's  anxiety.  He  conned  the  open  corre- 
spondence, left  in  a  hurry  on  the  bed.  Begging  letters^ 
love  epistles — pah !  Caleb  was  sick  to  death  of  the 
twaddle.  A  communication  from  the  agent.  This 
was  more  interesting.  An  advertisement ;  where  was 
it  ?  "My  word  !  "  he  ejaculated,  as,  after  reading  it 
twice  through,  he  replaced  the  news-sheet  where  he 
found  it.  '*  Five  hundred  shiners  !  What  a  haul ! 
They'd  get  me  swimmingly  out  of  this  confounded 
mess.  Let  me  see.  I'd  pay  the  paltry  thirty  pounds ; 
go  on  a  sparring  tour,  make  hatfuls ;  live  like  a  gen'le- 
man.  No  more  tricks ;  the  sharp  lesson's  learnt^ 
My  lord  would  cut  up  rough,  which  would  not  hurt 
me.  If  he  can  prevent  my  fighting  here,  he  couldn't 
stop  my  going  round  the  provinces — if  I  was  free! 
Oh,   if  I  was  free !     And  Mendoza ;    he'd  like  it,  I 
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know.  Blowed  if  I  don't  go  and  see  this  Mrs.  Cotton." 
Caleb  put  on  his  hat,  and  Avas  about  to  sally  forth ; 
but,  taking  up  the  news-sheet  to  look  again  at  the 
address,  his  face  fell,  and  he  spun  his  hat  into  a 
corner  with  a  curse.  "Damn  Mr.  Cyrus  Smalley  !  " 
he  grunted ;  "  always  in  my  way.  So  he's  the  party 
interested,  is  he — the  cur  ?  Dashed  if  I  don't  leave  it 
alone,  then,  just  to  spite  him.  Blustering  coward! 
Ugh!  I'll  escape  some  other  way,  or  stop  where  I  am, 
blarmed  if  I  don't,  rather  than  do  him  a  pleasure." 

Caleb  was  standing  straddle -legged,  staring  sombrely 
out  of  window,  with  hands  plunged  deep  in  breeches - 
pockets,  as  he  tried  to  see  ^'  some  other  way,"  when 
Lord  Osmington  strode  into  the  chamber,  and  clapped 
him  on  the  back. 

*' A  penny  for  your  thoughts ! "  he  cried  gaily;  while 
the  other  looked  guilty  and  confused.  "  I'll  wager 
you  were  thinking  that  this  house  is  a  gilded  gaol ; 
that  'tis  better  within  the  ropes  under  a  blue  sky  than 
in  a  gloomy  barrack  like  this  ?  Let  me  see.  You'd 
have  netted  a  fine  sum  over  a  battle  with  the  Sprig  ? 
Pity— isn't  it  ?  " 

"  That's  just  about  what  I  was  thinking,"  admitted 
Caleb,  taken  aback. 

"You  certainly  would  have  beaten  him?"  in- 
quired my  lord,  jocosely. 

"Of  course  I  should,"  replied  Caleb.  "What  put 
me  out  in  t'other   set-to  was,  that  I  was  not  quite 
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sober,  and  he  took  advantage  of  it.  Of  course  I'd 
Jiave  beat  him,  if  on  my  mettle,  or  he'd  have  beaten 
me ;  no  matter  which,  so  long  as  it  was  straight. 
I'm  a  queer  rough  chap " 

"  You  are,"  laughed  my  lord. 

"  But  I  do  like  fair  play.  When  Cohen  beat  me  on 
that  thirty  guinea  job,  I  didn't  bear  him  malice — 
not  I.  I  was  fairly  done,  and  could  not  come  up  to 
time,  and  we  shook  hands  over  it,  for  all  I  was  so 
blinded  I  could  not  see.  But  to  make  such  a  to-do, 
and  then  back  out  without  a  by-your-leave !  There, 
I  don't  like  the  fellow,  and  never  did;  he  was  too 
domineering,  as  if  I  was  dirt.  But  I  didn't  think  him 
such  a  bad  'un  as  he  showed  by  backing  out." 

"  Still  burning  for  the  fray  ?  What  if  he  came 
forward  now  ?  You'd  have  to  drop  lush  again,  you 
blackguard." 

"What  I  done  afore,  I  could  do  again,  I  suppose," 
retorted  the  bruiser,  sulkily.  "Your  lordship  will 
have  your  joke.  I'm  rusting  here.  I've  been  faithful, 
haven't  I  ?  May  I  go  on  a  tour  with  Mendoza  round 
the  provinces,  just  for  a  little  ?  I'll  take  my  oath  to 
behave  proper,  s'elp  me,  I  will.  No  ?  Lock  me  up, 
then ;  I'm  sick  of  it.  As  you  said,  it  is  a  gaol.  This 
prison's  no  better  than  the  Fleet." 

Vere  looked  at  his  victim  with  scornful  amusement. 
He  was  getting  restive,  and  would  shortly  break  out 
of  control.     "  Pity  such  a  pretty  fellow  should  rot  in 
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gaol!"  he  scoffed.  **  Listen  now.  You  despise  that 
craven  chap,  don't  you  '?  " 

"  With  all  my  soul !  " 

''  So  do  I.  He's  proved  ungrateful.  He  hasn't 
dared  to  appear,  seeing  that  this  time  you  were 
earnestly  resolved  to  do  your  very  best.  When  I 
abused  him  for  it,  he  was  insolent,  and  I  retorted 
with  the  truth  ;  and  he,  so  soon  as  my  back  was 
tm*ned,  tried  to  make  mischief  with  my  tenants — 
raking  up  foolish  tales,  wisely  buried  long  since — out 
of  spiteful  revenge,  just  like  a  coward.  What  if  I  had 
hit  upon  a  means  of  forcing  him  to  meet  you — of 
dragging  him  from  his  skulking  retirement  ?  What  if 
I  doubled  the  stakes,  brought  you  forward  as  the 
favourite  \  you  could  do  the  rest  ?  My  lord  Yarmouth, 
the  vice-president  of  the  club,  had  resolved  to  lay 
on  you,  convinced  by  me  that  you  were  the  better 
man." 

Caleb  glanced  furtively  at  his  patron  with  suspicious 
eyes.  W^hat  was  he  driving  at?  He  was  up  to 
something.  Why  couldn't  he  speak  out  ?  How  could 
he  force  the  cur  from  his  lair ;  and  w^hat  could  be  the 
object  of  all  this  ?  Was  it  connected  with  the  sudden 
energy  produced  by  the  agent's  news  ?  The  Sprig  of 
Myrtle  was  in  Yorkshire.  My  lord  was  trying  to  use 
him,  Caleb,  as  a  weapon  of  defence  against  some- 
thing that  was  going  on  in  the  north.  So  much  was 
easy  to  fathom.     Mr.  Eann  was  ready  to  be  a  weapon 
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if  it  was  made  worth  his  while,  but  was  desirous  of 
knowing  beforehand  the  nature  of  the  service  required. 

"Don't  you  think,  my  lord,"  he  grumbled,  "that 
plain  speaking's  best  ?  I'm  in  your  hands,  snared 
round,  for  I  cannot  stand  against  your  power.  You 
offer  to  set  me  on  my  legs  again.  What  is  it  for  ? 
What  am  I  to  do  ?  A  cove  hits  straighter  with  his 
eyes  about  him  than  when  blindfold." 

There  was  truth  in  that.  The  clown  was  not  so 
oafish  as  he  looked.  He  had  imbibed  the  salutary 
lesson  that  his  patron's  influence  could  ruin  him,  if  he 
showed  signs  of  trickery.  Under  the  circumstances, 
it  would  be  wise  to  take  him  into  confidence.  Not  too 
much,  but  just  enough  to  raise  a  belief  that  he  was 
trusted.  Vere  told  him  briefly,  then,  that  the  coxcomb 
Jarvis,  whom  he,  Caleb,  had  been  bidden  once  upon 
a  time  to  kidnap,  was  employed  by  the  Princess  of 
Wales  to  annoy  the  Prince  through  Lord  Osmington, 
his  dearest  friend.  He  told  him  that  use  was  being 
made  of  a  similarity  of  name  to  tack  this  upstart  ta 
a  legend  concerning  a  certain  extinct  peerage.  Of 
course,  all  this  was  insane ;  but,  like  much  mis- 
chievous insanity,  was  capable  of  giving  serious 
annoyance  and  causing  great  expense.  Smalley,  out 
of  pique  against  his  kind  patron,  and  jealousy  of  his 
rival,  Caleb,  was  encouraging  this  Jarvis,  helping  him 
to  raise  a  dust.  It  was  of  importance,  as  Caleb  would 
doubtless  perceive,  that  Smalley  should  be  withdrawn 
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from  Yorkshire  from  assisting  Jarvis.  He,  my  lord, 
believed  that  he  had  means  at  hand  wherewithal  even 
the  lily-livered  biped  could  be  forced  to  assume  a 
semblance  of  courage.  He  could  fight,  if  driven  to  it, 
as  had  been  several  times  demonstrated.  He  could 
and  should  be  induced  to  fight  again,  and  against 
Caleb.  So  much  was  straightforward;  and  with  this 
much  information  the  Pink  must  for  the  nonce  be 
satisfied. 

"  Jarvis  !  "  Caleb  ruminated.  "  Not  an  uncommon 
name.  Lots  of  'em.  There  are  City  Jarvises — no 
end." 

"  What  city  Jarvises  ? "  demanded  Vere,  on  the 
alert. 

"  They've  a  family  vault  in  the  churchyard  of 
St.  Botolph's,"  returned  Caleb,  carelessly.  "  Sacred 
to  the  memory  of  James  Jarvis  of  Cripplegate,  I 
remember  it  runs." 

"  The  deuce  they  have  ! "  cried  my  lord  Osmington, 
whose  brain,  roused  to  unaccustomed  action,  teemed 
with  new  possibilities.  "What  do  you  know  of 
them  ?  " 

"  Personally  very  little.  Your  lordship  knows  that 
as  a  slip  of  a  lad  I  was  jack  of  many  trades,  more 
especially  a  loafer.  Bargee,  vintner's  man,  painter's 
model — all  sorts  of  things.  Some  pals  of  mine  were 
'prentice  lads  in  Cripplegate,  and  used  to  play  chuck- 
farthing  upon  the  top  of  that  selfsame  family  vault, 
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and  used  to  be  threatened  by  the  pew-opener  with  the 
vengeance  of  the  folks  who  owned  the  cheerful 
residence — the  Jarvises  of  Houndsditch  ;  a  couple  of 
'em,  living  both  in  Silver  Street.  One  a  kicksey 
maker,  t'other  a  fishmonger.  Many's  the  penn'orth 
of  shrimps  I've  bought  of  him  !  " 

**  Ah !  "  replied  my  lord,  who  apparently  lost  interest 
in  the  City  Jarvises.  "You  do  my  bidding,  Caleb 
Eann,  and  you  won't  regret  it ;  for  you  shall  beat  the 
Sprig,  earn  heaps  of  money,  and  be  let  out  of  leading- 
strings.  There's  a  prospect !  And  mind  you  keep 
your  tongue  between  your  teeth." 

"  I'm  fly,"  grinned  Mr.  Kann.  "  What  is  your 
bidduig  ?  " 

"  To  make  yourself  scarce  now,  to  behave  yourself, 
and  to  send  in  the  footman  with  the  decanter," 
answered  my  lord,  with  unusual  affability. 

Vere  sat  down,  and  fortified  himself  with  a  draught 
of  canelle,  thinking  what  a  loss  he  was  to  diplomacy. 
Tallyrand  and  Metternich  were  nothing  to  him. 
The  position  was  not  at  present  dangerous,  but  there 
was  no  telling  at  what  moment  it  might  become  so. 
Tiny  feathers,  overlooked  by  the  most  careful  sweep- 
ing, rise  sometimes  and  warn  those  who  are  on  the 
look-out  of  the  direction  of  the  wind.  Vere  could 
distinguish  no  feather  such  as  might  catch  the 
watchful  eye  of  Abigel ;  no,  not  one.  That  was  a 
capital  notion  about  Smalley.     After  all,  by  luring 
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the  blockhead  Samson  from  Delilah's  clutches,  was 
not  his  patron  doing  a  kind  act  ?  It  was  so  soothing 
to  him  to  do  kind  acts.  The  belt  would  be  worth 
more  to  him  than  a  coquette's  fancy  ;  for  there  is  but 
one  belt,  while  coquettes  are  legion.  Not  a  single 
feather  !  Lord  Osmington  chanced  to  turn  his  head, 
and  ground  his  teeth,  as  he  caught  sight  of  the  York- 
shire sheet.  "  To  think,"  he  muttered,  as  he  tore  it 
into  fragments,  *'  that  my  own  mother,  drivelling 
creature,  should  cause  this  pother  !  She  was  very  mad ; 
ought  to  have  been  more  carefully  guarded.  These 
City  Jarvises  may  be  a  grand  trouvaille.  Poor  and 
venal,  doubtless.  James  Jarvis,  too  !  "  And  my  lord, 
whose  amazing  display  of  energy  was  not  yet  over, 
put  on  a  simple  frock,  and  calling  another  coach, 
directed  the  driver  City-wards. 

Mr.  Caleb  Eann  also  sat  down  to  reflect,  to  review 
pros  and  cons,  and  study  how  they  might  best  be 
employed  to  his  individual  advantage.  Five  hundred 
shiners.  A  splendid  sum  !  What  could  not  be  ac- 
complished with  five  hundred  shiners  ?  Should  he 
call  on  Madam  Ambrosia  Cotton,  and  state  that 
through  an  accidental  circumstance  he  was  in  a 
position  to  claim  the  reward  ?  No ;  because  of  C^tus. 
If  my  lord  could  force  the  recreant  forward  so  much 
the  better ;  for  Caleb  had  full  confidence  in  his  own 
superior  skill.  Mendoza  had  stated  that  he  was 
perfectly  satisfied  during  the  recent  training  that  his 
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pupil  had  conquered  his  awkward  trick  of  hitting  from 
the  elbow,  and  was  equal  to  aught  that  Cribb  could 
bring  up  against  him,  or  any  of  the  Bristol  school. 
Those  five  hundred  shiners  must  be  allowed  to  slip 
between  his  fingers.  That  did  not  matter,  for  other 
shiners  would  be  forthcoming,  since  my  lord  was 
about  to  give  up  the  whimsical  role  of  jailer  and  push 
his  wilHng  servant.  The  match  with  Cy  would  bring 
him  so  much ;  then  a  few  exhibitions,  as  victor,  at  the 
Fives-courts  so  much  more ;  then  a  triumphal  pro- 
gress through  the  country.  There  would  be  hatfuls 
of  shiners  !  He  would  reap  a  golden  harvest,  and 
away  from  town  in  some  secluded  village  lord  it  over 
yokels ;  abandon  himself  freely  to  his  vices  for  a  long 
while  to  come.  Meanwhile  he  must  take  his  lesson 
well  to  heart,  and  be  cautious  in  the  matter  of  frolics. 
Inwardly  he  swore  that  even  after  pummelling  Cy  out 
of  all  semblance  of  humanity  he  would  behave  de- 
cently— yes,  quite  decently.  No  more  prime  port  at 
Limmer's.  Corinthians  should  marvel  at  his  model 
conduct.  My  lord  should  be  gratified  ;  for  though  he 
had  behaved  meanly  in  catching  his  henchman  in  a 
trap,  that  should  be  condoned  and  forgotten  in  the 
coruscation  of  his  subsequent  munificence.  Yes ;  he 
would  go  and  tell  Mendoza  at  once  that  the  match 
would  come  off  after  all,  and  that  he  was  going  to  be, 
for  the  present  at  least,  the  most  polite  of  bruisers. 
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CHAPTER  XII. 

THE    FIVES-COURTS. 

Thomas  Cribb  was  not  one  to  cry  over  s]3ilt  milk. 
That  the  apple  of  his  eye — his  "boy,"  as  he  loved  to 
caU  Cyrus — should  behave  in  so  unprofessional  a 
manner  was  grievous.  That  he  should  prefer  a  nut- 
brown  maid,  with  ideas  above  her  station  and  a 
tendency  to  "don  the  breeches,"  to  fistic  reputation  was 
lamentable ;  but  as  the  ancient  adage  hath  it,  "  You 
may  take  the  horse  to  the  water,"  etc.  Some  heroes 
Hke  being  henpecked.  If  Samson  had  espoused 
Delilah  (always  supposing  that  she  could  have  kept 
her  scissors  off  those  tempting  curls),  she  would  have 
fiung  puddings  at  his  pate,  and  have  otherwise  caused 
existence  to  be  irksome.  Perhaps,  after  all,  the  affair 
with  the  Phihstines  turned  out  for  the  best.  He  only 
got  his  eyes  put  out,  and  was  used  to  adorn  a  holiday. 
Sure  that  was  a  more  merciful  dispensation  than  years 
of  nagging  and  submission,  such  as  would  otherwise 
have  been  the  fate  of  the  brawny  athlete  ?     "  We  must 
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all  eat  oiir  peck  of  ashes  ere  we  die,"  said  some  wise- 
acre. If  Cyrus  chose  to  chew  the  cud  of  his  repast  of 
cinders  in  Yorkshire,  and  spread  it  over  a  lifetime, 
whom,  besides  himself,  did  it  concern  ? 

The  Champion  was  hurt  in  his  feelings  ;  for  people 
who  should  know  better  made  disagreeable  remarks. 
None  of  his  pupils  came  to  any  good,  revilers  sneered. 
At  their  best,  like  their  teacher,  they  were  slow.  Of 
the  same  school,  Jem  Belcher  (defunct,  alas  ! )  as  a 
master  was  infinitely  superior  to  Thomas,  and  Tom's 
professional  amour  jproiwe  was  piqued.  Cyrus  was  a 
failure.  That  could  not  be  denied.  Cribb  glanced 
around,  and  his  eye  fell  on  one  Thomas  Winter,  a 
butcher  of  Leominster,  whose  symmetrical  figm'e  and 
long  arms  marked  him  as  a  promising  neophyte.  His 
private  character  was  irreproachable,  and  manners 
sufficiently  good ;  so  the  Champion  rechristened  him 
"  Spring,"  and  after  some  private  tuition  announced 
a  benefit  for  the  purpose  of  showing  him  off. 

It  was  winter  time  ;  but  the  amatem's,  who  dreaded 
the  dulness  of  their  patrimonial  castles,  were  in  town, 
or  at  Brighton,  within  hail ;  and  the  meeting,  owing  to 
the  popularity  of  the  Champion,  was  crowded  to  excess. 
Two  hundred  pounds  were  taken  at  the  doors,  at  three 
shillings  a  head.  Every  one  came  who  could,  in 
honour  of  the  heneficiaire — ^fanciers  of  all  classes,  from 
the  nobleman  to  the  pickpocket ;  for,  as  all  the  world 
knows,  on  occasions  such  as  this,  petty  distinctions  of 
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swell  or  queer  covey  are  suspended  by  mutual  consent. 
The  greasy  slialloiv  is  on  a  footing  with  the  lily  topper ; 
seedy  togs  pass  current  with  the  pale  henjamin ;  while 
family  folk  are  allowed  to  chaff  with  the  regulars,  pro- 
vided no  husincss  is  done  on  the  p)remises  ;  a  restriction 
for  which  the  former  make  ample  amends  when  all  is 
over,  by  empt^dng  the  j^ockets  of  the  flats  so  soon  as 
they  begin  to  toddle. 

Gentleman  George  promised  to  leave  the  retirement 
in  which,  since  the  departure  of  the  Allies,  he  had 
ensconced  himself,  for  the  purpose  of  being  present — 
a  great  compliment  on  his  part ;  for  the  public  was 
beginning  to  be  agitated  again,  and  when  this 
happened,  as  it  did  periodically,  the  vials  of  popular 
wrath  were  always  discharged  over  the  unfortunate 
Eegent.  This  time  the  cause  of  the  turmoil  was  not 
CaroHne — she  had  her  head  buried  in  trunks,  and 
was  too  busy  packing  up  her  clothes  to  be  aggressive  ; 
or  Charlotte — she  was  in  duress  in  the  wilds  of 
Windsor  Forest.  It  was  corn,  and  the  legislation 
thereanent,  that  was  rousing  the  ire  of  the  people ;  and 
so  frantic  were  they,  that  the  Eiot  Act  had  to  be  read, 
the  soldiery  called  out.  Placards  were  paraded  in  the 
streets  ;  sentences,  rife  with  grim  meaning,  chalked  on 
the  walls  :  ''  Bread  or  Blood  !  "  "  More  Bellinghams  !  " 
"  Bread,  Bread,  or  the  Eegent's  Head  !  "  and  so  forth. 
A  loaf,  steeped  in  blood,  was  even  flung  over  Carlton 
House  wall;  and  the  Prince  of  Wales,  when  it  was 
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brought  to  him,  cried  out,  "What  next  will  they 
accuse  me  of — poisoning  my  mother,  or  imprisoning 
the  King?" 

It  was  but  an  emphatic  expression  of  the  general 
misery — woe  that  for  a  space  had  been  forgotten  in 
pageants  and  festivities.  The  country  was  in  a  most 
dangerous  condition.  Bad  feeling  towards  the  upper 
classes,  ominous  already,  had  been  shooting  up  with 
steady  growth,  and  it  was  but  natural  that  the 
ostensible  leader  of  that  class  should  receive  the  dead 
cats  and  rotten  eggs  that  were  intended  for  his  entire 
following.  On  the  whole,  the  Prince  was  lucky.  Eude 
remarks  scrawled  on  a  wall,  and  a  bit  of  bread,  were 
nothing  to  past  worries.  Personally  he  was  not 
molested,  or  his  windows  broken.  Ministers  had 
their  railings  torn  up,  their  doors  stove  in.  The  Life- 
guards (there  being  no  police  except  the  band  of  Bow 
Street  runners)  patrolled  the  thoroughfares,  pursued 
by  a  mob  shouting,  ''Down  with  the  Piccadilly 
butchers  !  "  A  house  in  King  Street  was  attacked  by 
a  rabblement,  who  smashed  the  panes  of  glass  while 
the  owner  stood  calmly  looking  on.  A  handsome  man 
he  was,  with  thick  dark  eyebrows  and  grizzled  hair, 
dressed  in  a  tight  blue  coat,  a  blue  spencer,  kersey- 
mere breeches,  long  gaiters,  shoes  covered  by  galoshes, 
and  a  high  white  neckcloth.  It  was  no  other  than  my 
lord  Castlereagh  himself,  to  whom  the  country  owed 
so  much,  who,  with  unruffled  mien,  was  witnessing 
the  destruction  of  his  property. 
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To  reach  the  scene  of  the  Champion's  benefit,  his 
Eoyal  Highness  had  not  far  to  go.  The  Fives-court, 
or  headquarters  of  the  Fancy,  was  situated  in  the 
neighbourhood  of  the  Haymarket.  There  was  another 
in  St.  Martin's  Lane.  Though  the  resort  of  the  elite, 
the  Haymarket  estabhshment  was  a  humble  place 
enough,  being  simply  a  large  open  area,  covered  in 
from  the  weather,  with  a  square  central  platform 
raised  a  few  feet  above  the  ground.  An  afternoon's 
sport  was  frequently  organized  there  by  some  knight 
of  the  knuckle  for  his  benefit,  the  services  of  the  per- 
formers being  repaid  by  a  good  dinner  and  a  plentiful 
supply  of  lush. 

When  the  Prince  entered,  the  place  was  crowded, 
and  presented  an  animated  scene,  bright  with  varied 
colour,  quite  difterent  from  the  black,  monotonous 
aspect  of  a  male  assembly  at  a  later  time.  Enter, 
and  enjoy  a  cursory  glance.  There  stands  old 
Gardolio,  the  Jew,  with  his  basket  of  oranges, 
privileged  to  enter  the  sacred  precincts  because,  before 
his  spine  was  injured  by  a  butcher's  cart,  he  had  been 
a  promising  pugilist :  a  forlorn  cripple  now,  as,  with 
beaky  nose  and  pendulous  ears  and  large  sad  eyes, 
he  gazes  at  a  surrounding  group  of  foplings,  who  are 
spurting  then-  dribbling  wit  on  him.  But  the  jet  is 
soon  stopped,  for  a  tall,  beetle-browed,  square-jawed 
man  bids  them,  in  a  rich  brogue,  to  respect  old  age. 
This  is  no  other  than  Jack  Eandal,  one  of  the  most 
promising  of  the  younger  lot,  who  always  makes  a 
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point  on  these  occasions  of  appearing  in  national 
costume ;  to  wit,  worsted  stockings,  corduroys,  and  a 
neckerchief  of  glowing  emerald.  Just  over  his  hat, 
smiling  at  his  Celtic  heat,  you  may  catch  a  glimpse  of 
big  Bob  Gregson,  better  known  as  Pot  of  Pork,  late  a 
pupil  of  Mendoza's,  now  of  the  Castle  Tavern,  Holborn, 
and  occasionally  an  Academy  model.  But  they  do 
not  like  him  much  in  that  august  abode  of  art,  for  he 
is  coarse  and  ruffianly,  and  has  a  trick  of  picking  up 
an  impudent  student  like  a  teasing  fly,  and  of  dropping 
him  out  of  window.  Hard  by  is  young  Lord  Sefton, 
in  a  superfine  blue  surtout,  white  bell-shaped  hat, 
and  a  pair  of  slashed  leather  continuations.  Lean- 
ing on  a  crutch  stick  he  listens  with  a  high-bred 
curl  of  the  lip  to  the  opinions  of  an  insolent,  brazen- 
faced man,  Tom  Hickman,  better  known  as  *'  Gas,"" 
who,  loudly  and  vulgarly  dressed,  with  a  chain  like 
a  ship's  cable  and  a  gaudy  orange  necktie,  gathers  a 
crowd  about  him  by  means  of  a  brawling  tongue.  The 
neat  and  natty  form  of  Tom  Belcher  (brother  of  the 
great  Jem),  who  has  just  returned  from  a  triumphant 
cruise  in  Ireland,  elbows  through  the  throng.  He 
stops  to  say  a  word  to  Mr.  Pierce  Egan,  who  is  making^ 
notes  for  the  WceJdy  Desimtch,  and  smiles  to  catch  a 
youth  in  the  furtive  act  of  sketching  him — a  rising 
young  draughtsman  this,  by  the  name  of  George 
Cruikshank.  And  then  there's  Gentleman  Jackson, 
at  whose  select  rooms  in  Bond  Street — he  has  left  the 
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Cock  at  Sutton — amateurs  are  taught  to  spar.  He 
never  bets,  and  in  all  sporting  matters  his  decision  is 
final.  The  Eight  Hon.  Wilham  Wyndham  learnt 
from  him,  and  also  Ked  Herrings,  my  lord  Yarmouth. 
It  is  even  whispered  that  the  Grand  Signor  himself 
once  put  on  the  gloves  with  him,  hut  did  not  repeat 
the  operation  ;  for  servility  and  flattery  are  strangers 
to  Mr.  Jackson,  who  proceeded  (my  pen  blushes  to 
chronicle  the  misdemeanour)  to  plant  one  in  the 
royal  bow-wmdow,  just  as  if  it  was  an  ordinary  bread- 
basket. 

Two  strapping  fellows,  as  the  Prince  advanced, 
sLipped  gail}^  on  to  the  platform,  and,  stripped  to  the 
waist,  began  to  hammer  and  to  thump  in  a  playful 
and  suggestive  manner.  This  was  the  tuning  of 
the  fiddles  for  the  overture.  They  donned  immense 
gloves,  attitudinized,  went  through  the  process  of 
Jihhing,  milling,  and  ruffianing  in  so  w^orkmanlike  a 
way  as  to  improve  everybody's  temper,  and  open  the 
heart  to  generosity  in  the  matter  of  laying  odds, 
*'More  pepper-box!"  shouted  Hickman  behind  his 
hand.  "  Give  him  a  misty  castor  under  the  listener  / 
Sew  him  up  !  "  "  Hold  your  braying  tongue,"  retorted 
Mr.  Eandal ;  *'  one  can't  hear  one's  self  speak  for  your 
hee-haws  !  "  All  were  in  the  best  of  humours,  except 
his  Eoyal  Highness,  who  received  a  shock  just  as  he 
entered,  which  upset  his  equanimity.  The  ancient 
Egyptians  liked  to  have  a  mummy  at  their  feasts  to 
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remind  them  that  flesh  is  grass.  The  Prince  of  Wales 
objected  strongly  to  anything  of  the  kind.  Why,  then, 
did  that  squalid  figure,  with  face  concealed  by  a 
stained  kerchief,  clutch  at  him  with  mke-grimed 
fingers  as  he  passed  ?  He  shook  it  off  by  instinct, 
supposing  that  it  must  be  some  froward  rioter  who 
was  guilty  of  such  temerity.  What  next  ?  Must  the 
protecting  band  of  bruisers  be  reorganized  ?  To  his 
horror  he  recognized  that  broad  brow,  those  gleaming 
eyes.  The  kerchief  fell,  and  its  owner,  weeping, 
babbled  with  foul  breath  of  money.  ''I  daren't  go 
home!"  the  hapless  creature  whimpered.  "Hurst, 
of  Cursitor  Street,  is  watching.  You  won't  be  tor- 
mented with  me  for  long ;  my  health's  gone,  and  my 
heart  broken."  Had  he  fallen  to  this  lowest  ebb  ? 
Was  this  dreadful,  bloated,  blear-eyed  man  the  once 
brilliant,  comely  Brinsley  Sheridan  ?  He  looked  like 
an  exhumed  corpse.  His  dewy  lips  twitched  as  a  dead 
body's  might  at  touch  of  a  galvanic  wire.  His  bright 
eye  was  clouded  now  and  again  with  a  thick  white 
film,  as  the  eye  of  a  raven  is.  The  disorder  of  his 
dress  corresponded  with  the  decay  of  the  rest — 
mildewed  cerements !  A  disgust  that  he  was  power- 
less to  conceal  swept  over  the  Prince's  featm'es,  as  he 
hurriedly  produced  such  coin  as  he  had  about  him. 

''  Why  wouldn't  you  go  into  Parliament  ? "  he 
exclaimed.  "  Are  things  so  bad  ?  My  poor  friend^ 
you  are  not  st — starving  ?  " 
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Sheridan  smiled  sadly.  "  I  can't  eat,"  lie  said, 
with  a  cadaverous  remnant  of  drollery.  "  My 
stomach's  so  economical  that  it  refuses  food.  But 
I  can  drink.  Thanks.  God  bless  you  !  Where  are 
you  going  now  ?     Still  partial  to  the  old  sports  ?  " 

"  Going?"  stammered  the  Eegent,  fearful  that  the 
ghastly  phantom  might  want  to  be  seen  with  him. 
"  Going  ?    Nowhere  in  particular." 

"  Nowhere  !  "  echoed  Sherr}'.  "  Have  you  the 
power  ?  How  thankful  I  should  be  to  be  able  to 
go  '  nowhere  '  when  convenient !  Again,  God  bless 
you!" 

'•  I'll  send  McMahon  to-morrow,  to  see  what  can  be 
done,"  the  Prince  called  after  him,  relieved. 

He  slunk  away  among  the  groups  of  beggars — poor, 
ragged,  hunted  animal !  To  think  that  he  should  have 
been  ventm-esome  enough  to  emerge  into  the  light  of 
day  !  The  spectacle  had  set  the  Eegent's  teeth  on 
edge.  What  bad  taste  it  was  in  this  grisly  ghost  of 
his  own  rowdy  youth  to  force  itself  thus  under  his 
nose  !  Faugh  !  How  evil  was  its  savour  !  All  gone 
but  Yere  and  Sherry;  and  he  half  rotten,  though 
alive.  What  a  shock,  and  what  a  lesson  !  His  Eoyal 
Highness  shook  himself,  shuddered,  and  felt  sick. 
The  abject  creature  must  be  seen  to — saved  from 
starvation  ;  must  not  be  allowed  to  go  about  thus  to 
distress  the  nerves  of  others.  Were  not  lepers  put 
away — forbidden  to  approach  the  abodes   of  healthy 
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men  ?  So  should  these  social  wrecks  be  banished. 
**He  did  not  dare  go  home,"  he  said.  Where,  then, 
was  he  sojourning — under  the  arches  by  the  river-side 
— in  the  purlieus  of  Drury  Lane  ?  It  was  very  shock- 
ing and  very  horrible.  His  Koyal  Highness  wished 
he  had  remained  at  Carlton  House,  or  the  Pavilion, 
since  everything  outside  those  fairy  retreats  combined 
to  vex  and  to  annoy. 

Meanwhile,  if  the  Prince  was  in  low  spirits,  the 
remainder  of  the  company  was  not;  for  the  pro- 
gramme promised  was  excellent,  and  the  enthusiasm 
so  great  that  even  the  street  urchins  without  were 
precociously  indulging  in  a  chicken-fight  in  the  road, 
to  emulate  the  professionals  within.  The  rude  and 
ferocious  hammermen  were  airing  their  taproom 
knowledge  and  stableyard  wit,  spitting  forth  their 
unintelligent  rancour  and  jealousy  of  the  better  sort ; 
while  the  latter  nodded  knowingly,  and  held  their 
peace,  eager  and  anxious  to  behold  the  new  light, 
whom  the  Champion  had  promised  to  produce.  Second 
on  the  list  of  set-tos  was  Scroggins  and  Caleb  Kann. 
That  promised  fun.  The  third  was  Cribb  and  Spring. 
That  would  be  immense ;  for  Cribb  was  getting  old, 
and  rarely  showed  himself  "in  the  buff,"  and  it 
would  be  truly  prime  to  see  him  on  the  platform, 
sparring  with  his  new  pupil.  3ut  there  was  more  in 
store  for  the  amateurs  than  they  expected.  Scroggins, 
as  all  the  world  knows,  was  a  sailor — not  of  his  own 
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free  will.  A  Doptford  lad,  he  had  conquered  so  many 
millers  of  the  neighbourhood— farm- servants,  brick- 
layers, butchers,  what  not — that  he  had  become  a 
terror  to  the  peaceful;  and  when  at  length  he 
pummelled  a  constable  of  Sandford  Green,  the  pre- 
siding magistrate  before  whom  complaint  was  made 
deemed  it  prudent  to  send  a  press-gang  of  no  less 
than  seventeen  to  convey  him  on  board  ship,  in  order 
that  he  might  indulge  his  milling  propensities  for  the 
future  against  the  enemies  of  his  country  by  sea. 
But  ruling  passions  may  not  so  easily  be  quelled.  On 
his  retm-n,  after  a  long  voyage,  he  straightway  fell 
out  with  a  couple  of  di-agoons  at  Woolwich;  came 
to  London  as  a  professional,  and  chose  this  occasion 
of  Cribb's  benefit  to  ascend  the  platform  with  Caleb. 
Lord  Osmington,  of  course,  was  present  to  back  his 
man,  and,  faithful  to  his  promise,  made  a  mighty 
fuss  about  the  amazing  improvement,  marvellous 
dexterity,  etc.,  etc.  Indeed,  Caleb  did  credit  to  both 
master  and  patron ;  for  in  the  fourth  round,  Scroggins, 
who  was  making  brisk  play  with  his  left,  incautiously 
allowed  the  right  side  to  be  unguarded,  and  Eann, 
seeing  the  mistake,  caught  his  adversary  such  a  crash- 
ing blow  on  the  jaw  as  sent  him  spinning  off  the  plat- 
form. As  soon  as  he  recovered  breath,  the  outspoken 
tar,  forgetting  the  presence  of  Eoyalty,  manifested  his 
disapproval  after  the  fine,  free,  unbridled  fashion  of 
sea-dogs,   and   was   speedily   put   down   by  my  lord 
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Osmington,  who  was  a  past  master  of  racy  language. 
*' Was  ever  anything  so  splendid  as  Caleb?"  he  ex- 
claimed. "  Dash,  dash  !  never !  "  If  only  that  lily- 
livered  Sprig  of  Myrtle  had  not  played  the  sneak,  what 
sport  there  might  have  been  !  This  Scroggins  was  a  toy 
in  Caleb's  hands  ;  while  as  for  Cribb's  new  candidate, 
he  was  a  mere  baby  in  arms ;  the  other  a  professor. 
Who  was  good  enough  to  pit  against  this  clever 
fellow  ?  Would  Mr.  Eandal  accept  a  challenge  ? 
There  was  no  one  else  who  was  the  least  up  to  the 
mark.     How  to  get  up  a  really  stirring  match  ? 

Cribb  and  Spring  were  standing  on  the  platform, 
preparing  to  show  their  mettle;  Caleb  had  not  yet 
gone  down,  but  was  standing  there,  too,  awaiting  an 
answer  to  Lord  Osmington's  harangue ;  when  suddenly 
a  voice  rang  out  from  the  other  end  of  the  building, 
"  I  am  here,  gentlemen,  and  ready  to  speak  for 
myself." 

Cribb  started ;  so  did  Caleb ;  for  it  was  the  well- 
known  voice  of  Cy ;  and  presently  the  burly  form  of 
Mr.  Smalley  was  seen  elbowing  his  way  through  the 
excited  mob  in  the  direction  of  the  platform.  As  he 
stood  and  looked  around,  there  was  a  general  hiss. 
His  native  air  had  browned  his  cheeks.  His  fine 
figure,  in  its  tight -fitting  garments,  was  as  perfect  as 
any  Grecian  statue.  Who  would  have  thought  that 
so  godlike  a  casket  should  hold  a  craven  spirit?  Ah, 
the  coward!     *'No,  no;  let  us  hear  what  he  has  to 
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say  in  excuse,"  whispered  the  amateurs.  "Ill-health 
won't  do ;  for,  in  sooth,  he's  as  fresh  as  a  cauliflower." 

It  was  bitter  to  be  suspected  thus,  to  be  hissed  in 
public  by  knowing  Corinthians;  but  Cyrus  stood 
quietly,  and  waited  till  the  sibilation  ceased.  He 
was  less  accustomed  to  abuse  than  his  Eoyal  Highness, 
'•'  I'm  not  good  at  the  gab,  gentlemen,"  he  began  in 
a  low  tone,  twirling  his  hat  uneasily ;  but  his  voice 
soon  strengthened,  for  Yere's  evil  eye  was  fixed  on 
him,  and  he  caught  sight  of  Caleb  grinning  like  a 
hyena.  ''I'd  like  to  smash  your  ugly  mug,  you 
scamp  !  "  Cyrus  muttered,  turning  red. 

"  You  don't  dare  !  "  retorted  the  other. 

But  every  one  was  waiting.  Petty  recriminations ,. 
like  the  tiffs  of  scullery  wenches,  were  unworthy  of 
the  sacrifice  which  Mr.  Smalley  had  made.  He  had 
immolated  on  the  altar  of  honour  his  prospects  of 
futm-e  happiness,  and  was  here  to  do  what  his  con- 
science ordered. 

"  I  thought  I  had  left  the  ring  for  ever,"  he  said, 
"  For  private  reasons,  was  resolved  to  fight  no  more."^ 

Hoots  and  cries  of  "Yah!"  Mr.  Cribb  came  to 
the  front  in  a  fume,  and  imperiously  demanded  a 
hearing. 

"But  events  have  occurred  that  compel  me  to 
change  my  mind,"  continued  Cy. 

"  Bravo  !  "  from  a  few  voices. 

"  I  have  been  charged  with  the  most  unhandsome 
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motives,  branded  even  -with  cowardice — I,  who've 
fairly  won  my  spurs,  as  an  honest  young  man  should. 
I  conquered  the  Pink  of  Bow  in  open  field."  (Cries 
of  '*  No  !  "  "  Shut  up  !  "  and  yells.)  **  None  but  the 
low  lot,  whom  I  despise,  can  say  'twas  otherwise." 
(Uproar ;  shouts  of  "  A  cross  !  a  cross  !  ")  "  There 
wasn't  a  cross  about  it ! "  roared  Cyrus  above  the 
tumult,  with  kindling  cheeks.  ''  Will  you  listen  to 
a  plain  man's  statement  ?  "  (Cries  of  "  Deeds,  not 
words !  ")  **  You  shall  have  deeds,  and  be  hanged  to 
you ;  and  lots  of  'em,  since  it  must  be  so." 

"  Are  you  Englishmen  or  toads,"  blurted  out 
Thomas  Cribb,  "to  hound  a  man  down,  and  then 
refuse  to  let  him  speak  ?  Who's  the  coward  now  ? 
Oo  on,  Cyrus,  my  boy,  and  never  heed  the  vermin." 

At  any  other  time  the  outraged  amateurs  would 
have  insisted  on  knowing  to  whom  the  Champion — 
in  a  general  way  so  polite  and  refined — referred  as 
vermin  and  toads;  and  Lord  Osmington  was  en- 
chanted at  the  prospect  of  a  stiff  gale  of  his  own 
brewing.  But  the  youthful  bloods — Mohocks,  macca- 
ronis,  dandies,  fops — felt  that,  if  his  tongue  was 
roughened,  the  Champion's  charge  was  just,  and  so 
they  quieted  down,  and  permitted  Cyrus  to  proceed. 

"  If  you  remember  the  facts  of  the  case,  gentlemen, 
they  were  these,"  he  said.  "  In  the  sixth  round  of 
the  fight  'twixt  me  and  the  Pink  I  sent  him  flying 
through  the  ropes ;  and  if  a  man  leaves  the  ring, 
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sureh*  he's  lost  the  battle  ?  In  the  eighth  round, 
just  as  I  delivered  ni}-  blow,  he  dropped  on  his  knees, 
and  the  umpires  considered  it  a  foul — not  that  it 
mattered ;  for  he  was  already  beaten,  because  he'd 
left  the  ring.  *  Wh}'  wasn't  it  stopped  then  ? '  you 
may  say.  Well,  because  we  were  both  in  good  wind, 
and  wanted  to  show  you  sport.  Ward,  the  Nestor  of 
the  ring,  was  referee,  and  allowed  us  to  go  on.  When 
it  ended  at  last,  the  Pink  was  pumped  out ;  there  can 
be  no  denying  that.  As  to  his  saying  he  was  tight, 
that's  gammon ;  leastways,  he  seemed  to  me  soberer 
than  usual.  He  found  himself  against  the  ropes,  and 
a  blow  would  have  finished  him  ;  but  I  disdained  the 
advantage,  and  walked  away,  leaving  him  to  go  down 
b}'  himself,  because,  as  I  remarked  before,  I  con- 
sidered him  already  beaten." 

A  murmur  of  satisfaction  went  round  the  assemblage. 
There'  was  a  good  deal  in  what  he  said ;  but  these 
magnanimous  fancies  always  lead  to  trouble. 

''  You  accepted  a  challenge  to  fight  again,"  observed 
Lord  Sefton.     "  Why,  pray,  did  you  back  out  of  it  ?  " 

''  For  private  reasons,  which  concern  none  here 
present,"  Cy  replied  firmly.  ''I  could  not  have 
dreamed  that  any  were  so  dastardly  as  to  assail  my 
honom-  in  the  matter  ;  but  look  at  this  !  "  And  Cy,  in 
indignation,  produced  a  crumpled  newspaper.  *'  Here's 
a  Morning  Herald  some  one  sent  me  to  the  north, 
with  two  columns  in  it,  penned  by  some  sly,  grovelling. 
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backbiting  scoundrel,  who's  not  above  stabbing  from 
behind.  Does  he  charge  me  with  anything?  Oh 
dear,  no !  All  through  there's  not  an  abusive 
syllable;  but  it's  one  long,  black,  ugly  hint.  If 
Judas  Iscariot  were  alive,  I  should  say  he  wrote  it. 
Will  any  one  support  me  ?  My  old  patron's  very 
sweet  on  t'other,  so  I  can't  expect  his  help,"  the 
young  man  continued,  with  a  sneer. 

"Demmy  !  you  speak  like  a  man,"  roared  my  lord 
Sefton.     "  I'll  back  you  for  two  hundred." 

"  Thank  you,  my  lord.  Then  it's  a  match,"  cried 
the  Sprig.  "  I  know  it's  against  etiquette  for  the 
winning  man  to  challenge  the  loser ;  but  this  case  is 
unusual  altogether." 

He  sighed;  for  he  well  knew  what  Abigel  would 
think  when  she  discovered  that  he  had  broken  his 
promise,  was  actually  himself  the  challenger.  The 
fatal  newspaper  had  reached  him  in  the  inn  at 
Stratton,  and,  overwhelmed  with  humiliation,  he  had 
put  himself  into  the  coach  without  a  word  to  any 
one,  and  came  straight  to  town.  Sundry  innuendoes 
had  reached  him  from  time  to  time,  but  he  had 
dismissed  them  with  contempt;  but,  as  he  conned 
this  cleverly  worded  article,  each  barb  went  home, 
and  stuck  and  quivered,  and  his  soul  leaped,  as  the 
hapless  bull  does  when  the  banderillos  plant  their 
missiles.  He  did  not  dare  tell  Abigel  that  imperative 
circumstances  demanded  his  return,  for  awhile  at  least, 


i 


THE    FIVES-COURTS.  303 

to  his  old  Adam.      She  was  altogether   mimical   to 
the  fistic  art,  since  she  settled  to  become  the  wife  of 
Cyrus ;  ignorant  of  its  code  of  honom* ;   and  would, 
he  knew,  tiptilt  her  nose  were  he  to  attempt  to  argue 
on  the  subject.     A  quarrel  would  arise.     She  would 
say  sharp  words ;    he  might   be   tempted   to   retort. 
Harsh  phrases  might  be  bandied  that  no  apologies 
could  cover.     Better  to  go  and  do  what  he  had  to  do, 
and  then  return  to  crave  pardon.     She   could  love 
him   very   little   if    she   were   capable   of  remaining 
adamant  because  he  obeyed  the  call  of  honour.   Alack, 
what  foolish  prate  !     Was  he  not  too  well  aware  that 
she  did  not  love  him  ?  that  she  would  possibly  take 
him  because  she  could  not   help  it,  when  the  task 
was   satisfactorily   accomplished   which  she  had  set 
herself  to   carry  to  an  end  ?     Was  he  not    a   blind 
and  besotted  person  to  have  craved  to  possess  her  on 
such  terms  ?     Was  not  Mr.  Cribb  right  in  his  fore- 
l)odings  anent  a  future  that  was  to  begin  under  such 
gloomy   auspices  ?     No.     Poor   Cyrus   hungered   for 
the  moon,   and  would  take  Dian  on  any  terms  that 
the  divine  lady  chose  to  dictate.    But,  a  2^reux  chevalier 
in  his  big  blundering  heart,  he  could  not  retire  to 
bucolic  joys  with  her,  knowing  that  his  name   was 
held  up  to  obloquy  at  all  the  kens  affected  by  the 
Fancy  !     That  could  not  and  should  not  be  endured. 
Honour  first,  and  then  a  mundane  paradise,  or  not, 
as  Destiny  decreed.     What  a  trouncing  he  would  give 
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to  that  Caleb  Kann  for  having  gotten  him  into  such  a 
hobble  !  There  should  be  no  doubt  about  the  beating 
this  time. 

The  match  was  made.  Cribb  bloomed  like  a 
full-blown  sun,  and  quite  forgot  all  about  Spring, 
his  second  candidate.  The  Corinthians  were  agog 
with  the  delightful  surprise.  The  two  Champions 
tossed  up  their  hats  into  the  air  in  proof  that  thej^ 
agreed  to  the  arrangements  made.  Caleb  stared  at 
the  frowning  brow  and  set  jaw  of  his  rival,  and 
marvelled  at  the  cunning  of  his  patron.  He  had 
succeeded  a  merveille  in  luring  the  cur  from  his  lair. 
How  very  stern  his  brow  was  !  Could  it  be  possible 
that  he  did  not  know,  on  that  previous  memorable 
occasion,  that  his  adversary  had  taken  too  much  ? 
Was  he  no  cur  ?  Pshaw !  These  hectoring  airs  were 
put  on,  and  would  be  dissipated  by-and-by.  And 
yet — what  if  he  did  not  realize  that  Caleb  was  lusliy  ? 
But  what  was  the  use  of  surmising  ?  Here  the  man 
was,  dragged  up  to  the  scratch,  as  my  lord  promised  ; 
and  here  my  lord  would  see  that  he  remained  till  the 
great  affair  was  over.  Meanwhile,  the  speech  and 
attitude  of  the  Sprig  had  not  been  bad.  Both  were 
bold  and  resolute,  and  commanded  the  half-uncon- 
scious respect  of  the  Pink  of  Bow. 

"  Tip  us  a  flapper,  stranger,"  he  said,  by  way  of 
breaking  the  ice  and  making  things  X3leasant. 

Cy  glanced  at  his  outstretched  bunch  of  fives,  and 
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turned  away.  "  You'll  wear  the  anodyne  necklace 
yet,  my  pal,"  lie  said,  "  and  ride  the  three-legged 
mare." 

This  was  impertinent  and  unprofessional ;  and  the 
Bristol  chaps  made  such  a  fuss  about  their  polish  ! 
Coward  or  not,  the  man  was  a  coxcomb.  Mr.  Eann 
always  deprecated,  as  in  execrable  form,  jokes  that 
concerned  the  gallows. 


END    OF    VOL.    II. 


PniNTEU    l)Y    WII, 1,1AM    CLOWES  A\U    SUNS,    LIMITED, 

LONDON    AND    BECCLES.  G.  C.  Cr=  Co. 

VOL.  11.  42 


-7 


